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AMELS supply in a lavish way everything you 

ever hoped to find in cigarettes! Camels are so 
unique in quality, in flavor, in full-bodied-mildness, in 
refreshing satisfaction that you should not delay 
your pleasure an instant! Try Camels out to the 
jizmit—then compare them with any cigarette in the 
world at any price! 


Quality alone would make Camels distinctive. 
But, behind quality is Camels expert blend of choice 
Turkish and choice Domestic tobaccos. This blend 
is a revelation to cigarette smokers! You'll 
prefer it to either kind of tobacco smoked straight, it 
is so mellow, so delightful. 


Prove conclusively that Camels are made to meet 
your most exacting demands; that you can smoke 
them liberally without tiring your taste! And, know 
yourself that Camels leave no unpleasant cigaretty 
aftertaste or unpleasant cigaretty odor! 


Quality will make you keen for Camels! 


Came/s are sold everywhere in scientifically sealed pack- 
ages of 20 cigarettes; or ten packages ‘200 cigarettes) ina 
glassine-paper-covered cartor We strongly recommend 
this carton for the home or omce supply or when you travel. 


R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO CO., Winston-Salem, N. C. 
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Biont Rock the Boat 
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Tue Manicurep MozamsBiques Hap ALREADY Grown VERY Fonp or ANGIE 


Ain’t Angie Awful! 


Being the Love Affairs of Angela Bish 


A Serial in Six Chapters Sattrizing the Prevailing Sex Stories 


By Ge.etr BurRGEss 
Illustrated by Rea Irvin 


VI. Tue ApvENTURE OF THE MozAMBIQUE MONKEYS 


“ OBODY loves me!” How many a maid 
has wailed the words, or vainly tried to 
scratch them on the window pane with 
her $4.00 Rhinestone ring. 

“Nobody loves me!” The saddest 
exclamation in any language including the Scandina- 
vian, excepting “Please Remit!” 

““Nobody loves me!”” So wept Angela Bish, and 
it was true. Nobody but the flies, the mosquitoes. 
For the heat was hot on Avenue B; and her bedroom 
seemed more full of bed than usual—bed and hairpins. 
And on the wall paper the eczema seemed to be getting 
worse. About the bureau it was quite, quite bald. 

Lonely? Angie yearned and yawned for male 
society with the ravenous appetite of a man-eating 
shark. But men were shy of Angie; very shy, for men. 


They got rid of her quickly, as if she were a lead quarter. 


Yes, Angie was full of lonelitude. What she wanted 
was Someone to murmur soft, sweet, sticky things in 
her hair, and to let ler lay her loving skull on his vest 
pocket beside the fountain pen—His fountain pen!— 
while, in the gloaming, they read together “How to 
be Happy, though Sober.”’ 

This was her dream; but alas, dreams go. And when 
they go, they usually go by contraries. And so, Angie 
had long been saving up for a phonograph. That 
seemed to be the only virtuous way she could ever 
be thrilled by hearing a smooth-shaven voice passion- 


““ 


ately barytoning to her “ You are the very gooiest girl 
in all the glad New York!” 

In her fond impatience she had already purchased 
this classic song-record; and she had thirty-one cents 
saved up in her moustache cup for the phonograph. 
Often, in the longing, lingering evenings, she sadly 
attempted to play the disc herself with a cambric 
needle. But it was unsatisfactory. Finally, in despair, 
she threw it out the window, and hit a professional 
humorist. He seemed to be so much struck by her 
that it consoled her a little. 

But not much. Melancholy came back with the 
mosquitoes, both male and female. Yet how dangerous 
it is to meddle with Fate! In Angela’s anguish she 
had said she wanted to die; and the very next day, 
sure enough, she was tickled to death. For when, 
after washing her hands, she started to wipe them on 
the evening paper that she had always found so dry, 
lo, her eyes fell on these glad tidings, under the heading, 
“Grats WANTED; FEMALE”’ 








JIMP Girlene wanted with bow legs to play on 
harp with toes. Apply B. Squimp, Cafe Noir 
TuThuSatszt 





Angie burst into a loud smile. Why, she was made 
for the place! Her mirror had told her so confidentially 
many a time, as old friends will, when the news is dis- 
agreeable. And didn’t she dimly recall when a mere 
baby having played with her toes? Surely with a 























(ittle practice and a pair of 
violet stockings she could do 
it again. 

She happened, at present, 
to be just out of harps, but 
she sat down and tried a few 
minor chords on the radiator, 
and succeeded in eliciting 
considerable applause from 
the retired bean-boiler in the 
next room. That is, she 
thought it was applause till 








the cuspidor came sailing 
through the transom. Even 
the undertaker on _ the 


ground floor tiptoed up in 
black gloves to tell her that 
she was interfering with his 
business. She was making 
noise enough, he said, to 
awaken the dead. So Angie 
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played on in diminished 
thirds. 

Bright and early that 
evening, when moon and 


men were full, she interviewed B. Squimp, who was as 
silent as if clams had suddenly taken place. Finding, 
however, that she could ride the harp safely, he set 
Angie right to work jazzing with his orchestra of 
Manicured Mozambique Monkeys. 

Angie’s luck at last had turned. But don’t get 
excited about it—that’s not always a good sign. Milk 
often turns, too, and nobody gives three cheers about it. 

But it was wonderful, when she began to play, how 
sure-footed she was! Her harp seemed half human, 
half divine. As for Angie, she seemed half human, 
half monkey. How merrily she leaped from string to 
string! How her toes twinkled, as she ran from chord 
to chord, and vice versé. Soon she was the sinecure of 
all eyes. For Angela, though only faintly pretty, had 
a beautiful sole. True, it was somewhat blistered; 
but, at such a time even fallen 
arches are beautiful. Look at the 
Temple of Diocletian, for instance. 

What cared Angie, then, 
though she had worn the skin off 
eleven or twelve toes! Had not 
men acclaimed her daring feet? 
Why, even the Mozambique Mon- 
keys were telling their tails of her 
skill! 

Lame but happy, Angie tot- 
tered home. If she had been 
friends with the undertaker she 
would have asked him to embalm 
her feet; they felt like hot Frank- 
furters with mustard. You must 
have seen them—Frankfurters— 
but think of being them! But 
Angie fell asleep and dreamed that 
she was married to a Chilean 
chiropodist who made her dance 
on sandpaper. At the beatified 
expression of her face and neck the 
mosquitoes laughed heartily, all 
night long. 





Wuen Sue Becan to Piay, How Sure- 
FOOTED SHE Was! 





BENEVOLENT O_p GENTLEMEN IN Fur 
Cottars Poxep KinpLy at HER 
Wirn TuHerr Canes AND Wepr 





But, no matter how happy 
a Thursday may be, the next 
day is sure to be Friday. 
Angie’s toes were still so 
rare that she was forced to 
crawl to the Cafe Noir on 
her hands and knees. She 
felt a bit conspicuous, but 
no one had ever noticed her 
before, and she was touched. 
.Many people touched her. 
Benevolent old gentlemen in 
fur colllars poked kindly at 
her with their canes and 
wept. “Somebody’s daugh- 
ter, perhaps,” they said, 
“who knows!”” Then they 
stepped over her and went 
their way. 

She was somewhat an- 
noyed, however, when cross- 
ing the street, by the way 
full grown automobiles 
strolled across her spine. It 
hurt her to think they could 
Even when they were mere 
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be so hard and careless. 
Fords it hurt her. 

The Manicured Mozambiques had already grown 
very fond of Angie, and when she arrives, so picturesque 
in mud and blushes, they did their best to make her 
feel at home. The leader, an elderly ape, placed in 
her chair a nice, comfortable cushion—it was of fly 
paper with the soft side up—and the Trombone hos- 
pitably offered her a peanut. When Angie bit it open, 
she found it stuffed with a toothsome but energetic 
black beetle. But, despite her fatigue, Angie was not 
hungry. 

Little things like that, however, show how even 
the higher mammals can be affected by innocence and 
idiocy and other things with small black i’s like Angie’s. 
It is a beautiful thought, but beautiful thoughts are 
like church steeples—one cannot 
dwell on them long. 

Have you ever, dear reader, 
met a person you seem to have 
known before in some strange, 
mysterious existence—before you 
were divorced, perhaps, or when 
you were in jail, or living in Chi- 
cago? It gives you eerie chilblains 
up and down your spine, as if some 
one were walking on your cradle. 
Well, Angie had such a feeling, 
that night, when she jlooked at the 
gentleman in green burlap oppo- 
site her. He was thinking, and 
winking, and drinking mucilage 
through a quill. 

At first she thought she was 
attracted to him merely because he 
was throwing kisses at her—kisses 
and spaghetti—you know how 
that always intrigues one—but 
later she was sure that either he 
was her Affinity, or else she owed 
him money—perhaps both. It 
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“Hey, Ma, Basy’s Gorn’ To Have TH’ Honor o’ BeEIN’ TH’ First To Fry Across TH’ CREEK!” 


gave her a sweetly uncomfortable embarrassment, like 
that of an Episcopal clergyman who finds his pockets 
filled with molasses. 

When, however, at 3 a. m., he followed her out of the 
Cafe, wildly beckoning, she knew he was after her. The 
very way he grabbed her arm told herthat he was one who 
would not hesitate to lay hands upon her if he dared. 

She turned upon him like a fish hook, like a piece 
of sewing silk when a man tries to thread a needle. 
But in her heart, she was already crying “‘ Kamerad!” 
Already she could see their marriage certificate framed 
in a decoration of dropsical cupids, and her name 
spelled wrong . she could hear herself replying, 
“You bet I will!” . . . She closed her eyes with both 
hands. ... Perhaps ... Perhaps, to their happy 
Hoboken home, with a live linoleum in the kitchen, 
and quartered oak carpets, Little Children might come 
to bless them—and have mumps—and pour hot choco- 
late into the grand piano . . . perhaps . . . per . 

“Fly with me!”’ 

Then it was true—True! Every girl who has ever 
been abducted or has been to the movies, knows that 
delicious alarm. It is much like bathing in champagne 
for the first time; one doesn’t know whether one will 
be drunk, or drowned. One is aware only of the expense. 
So Angie struggled, and was struggled at .. . until 
a red table cloth was thrown over her head, and she 
was intoxified by love. Then all was dark—as dark 
as the inside of a lead pencil. 

* * * + * of 

Angie was dreaming she was being. kissed by Lloyd 
George, when she was awakened by g/fly philandering 
across her upper lip. She was alone in a circus tent with 


her captor and the fly. The latter she instantly recog- 
nized as one she had known quite intimately, on 
Avenue B. The former was just as unknown as usual. 
The heat was intense, as it sometimes is in tents; and 
somewhere in the middle distance she could distinctly 
hear a Fat Woman eating cream with a ladle. A clock 
struck Four. Angie felt that it was long past three o’clock. 

““Where were you born?” demanded he to which 
we have already referred. 

This was a strange question, thought Angie. Some, 
indeed, had asked her When she was born, but most 
asked merely Why. She was a strange girl, especially 
to strangers. 

“In Mozambique?” 

Angie trembled like a guava jelly. But she could not 
tell a lie; mo one can with a mouth full of table cloth. 

““Come here!” He fairly uttered the words. And 
then, seizing her hand, he gazed at it like a palmist 
giving a fifty-cent reading. But not so lovingly. 

““My word,” he exclaimed, at last, “you are not 
manicured! Have you got the face to say you are not 
a monkey—and with that face?” 

With a pitiful slob the proprietor of the Side Show 
of Freaks rushed out of the tent, leaving it there with 
Angie and the fly. For a moment the Fat Woman 
stopped eating, and even the fly turned pale. . . 

And Angie, poor Angie, so thusly duped, gazing 
sadly at her finger nails, so rich in real estate, realized 
too late that the way to a man’s heart is through the 
Beauty Parlor. 

For no man could make a monkey of Angie; she 
hadn’t enough brains. And besides, monkeys, like 
poets, are born, not made. The Very End) 
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The Fly on the Chariot Wheel 
By D. B. Van Buren 


OWN the long line of ages dead and gone, 
Your storied quadriga comes tearing on, 

A riot of red nostrils, flying manes, 
Of thund’ring hoofs and dust and clinking chains, 
While you amidst the turmoil calmly sit 
Vociferously bawling; “I am IT!”’ 
The passing cynic marking, with a sneer, 
Your idle vaporings and mad career, 
Incontinently held you up to scorn, 
\ jest for generations yet unborn, 
And so, immortal insect, wrote your name 
High in the halls of everlasting fame. 


Now, while the superficial may declare 

Folly and impudence your only share 

The thoughtful soul perceives there’s more beside— 
Who ever heard the end of that wild ride? 

Fly, horses, chariot and charioteer 

(nd all the dust they kicked up disappear; 

So, as the ancient scribes neglect the mark 

The further progress of that classic lark, 





imagination now must intervene 
To point the moral and complete the scene. 


On, on they went, a miracle of art, 
The straining steeds, the driver strong of heart, 
Praxiteles in action, racing past 
Gardens and groves and temples, till, at last, 
Tired of the ride, on gauzy wings the Fly 
Sailed up and landed in the driver’s eyé! 
A swerve, a lunge, a shriek, a grinding crash, 
And, lo! the whole concern has gone to smash, 
While high above the wreck of pride and power 
The Fly goes buzzing to his secret bower, 
Serenely calm, his boasting justified, 
To preen his wings and nurse his idle pride! 

+ - * 
Under the dust of centuries they lie, 
Horses and chariot, charioteer and fly, 
Toys of the gods, whose fiery course was run 
To make Olympus smile—lest you be one 
To raise another grin, mark well this rule: 
There’s nothing half so dangerous as a fool! 


His Comment 

“You have fourteen children, while I have only one,” said 
the spectacled traveler. “‘But my son, though only nine years 
old, can recite from memory more than two hundred verses of 
Scripture, play the piano with precision and feeling, translate 
many Greek sentences, and knows the botanical names of scores 
of flowers.”’ 

“Eh-yah!” nonchalantly responded Gap Jobnson, cf Rum- 
pus Ridge, Ark. “An only child is powerful likely to be sp’iled 
till he’s—p’tu—no-~’count.” 
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“ We'd better get back to the hotel, Matilda. There’s no 
use standing there trying to get the last word with an echo. 








The Anti-Living 


Law 
| By Franx H. WivitaMs 
HE Anti-Living Law | 
was introduced into | 
Congress by one of 
: the original sponsors of the 
. Anti-Tobacco and Anti- 
Laughter acts. He ex- | 
plained, in presenting the 
bill, that human nature be- | 
ing human nature, it seemed | 
| impossbile to reform every- 
one by mere legislation and 
that it was evident sterner 
: measures were necessary. | 





in life 


able us 


“The mere passage and 
enforcement of uplift laws,”’ 
said the author of the bill, 
“*has not proved sufficient. 
The suund of laughter still 
occasionally offends the ears 
j of many people who are sick 
of living. 
fact that kissingis still going 
on, in greatly reduced mea- 
sure, to be sure, but it is still 
being indulged in despite 
the severe penalties attach- 
ing to its discovery. Just 
the other day a man in 
Maine was found to be suf- 
fering from stomach trouble 
in spite of the passage and 
enforcement of our Anti- 
Over - Indulgence - in- Food 
Act. Too many people still 
find life worth living; too 
many people find a pleasure 
and are, therefore, 
sinful. Consequently we are 
introducing this act to en- 
to kill all persons 
who get any pleasure out of 
life. All persons thought to 
be guilty of enjoying life will 


It is a notorious 


be tried and, if found guilty, 
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ting a Business on Sound Principles 





mile limit.’ 











“ What's the idea of the captive balloon 
“That's Tapleigh’s wine cellar. He says the law can’t touch him because it is outside the thre 


will be shot at once. This will inevitably better the race and elim- 
inate forever from the face of the earth all further thoughts of plea- 
sure, joy and happiness.” 

The bill was passed unanimously and put into effect at once. The 
general public, down-trodden and miserable through years of petty 
tyranny by reformers, suddenly resumed its normal functioning in a 
surprising manner. Acting under the new law the arrest was made of 
the author of the Anti-Living Law and of all others responsible for 
bills designed to regulate the lives, speech, habits and thoughts of 
people generally. They were tried under this law and, upon being 
found guilty of getting a great amount of left-handed pleasure out 
of regulating other people, they were shot at once. And the long- 
suffering people breathed happily ever after. 


Making it Unanimous 


“Alas, Mr. Gloom, my husband does not understand me, and 
“Neither do I, Madam!” sternly interrupted J. Fuller Gloom. 
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“But sy Nature I’m a Swine, anp | HankKer AFTER More.” 


The 


Woodcutter 


By Watt Mason 


Illustration by Raven Barton 


N a gloomy neighborhood of Queen Wilhelmina’s realm, 

Bill, the Ex, is sawing wood, sawing hickory and elm; and 

his saw is out of whack, and its blade with rust is red; 

he has fantods in his back, and he wishes he were dead. 

Once he sat upon a throne, had a sceptre rich and 

rare; and upon his lightest tone peopie scurried here and there. 
rhere in peace he might have sat till the German cows come 
home, had he had no buzzing bat in the center of his dome. 
But he had a thousand bats, and he let them have their way; 
now he stands with aching slats, sawing cordwood all the day. 

He is sawing elm and spruce, be the weather hot or cool; 
and he wonders why the deuce he was such a blawsted fool. 

Letting well enough alone is a sane and healthy plan, be a 
fellow on a throne or a common human man. 

Yesterday a neighbor went to the poorhouse on the hill; 
he is there, without a cent, leaning on the window sill; sad and 
sick at heart is he, and he sheds a weary groan; from the poor- 
house he can see miles of land he used to own. But he wasn’t 
satisfied, in those peaceful days of yore; he was filled with foolish 
pride, and must own still more and more. And he went three 
‘niles in debt, buying land he didn’t need; now we see him sigh 


and sweat, all his fortune gone to seed. From the poorhouse 
door he looks on the farmhouse built of stone, on the meadows 
and the brooks and the herds he used to own. 

Bill, the Ex, in other days, had the softest kind of snap; 
anywhere his eyes might gaze he was owner of the map. He 
had all a king could wish, in the way of pomp and state; people 
stretched a point, odsfish, and admitted he was great. But he 
said, ‘The land is mine, I’m the boss from shore to shore; but 
by nature I’m a swine, and I hanker after more. All the world 
I wish to rule; other monarchs all must wilt; it may be I am a 
fool, but it’s just the way I’m built.” 

Not contented with his lot, he his armies mobilized, sent 
them forth in haste to swat nations startled and surprised. 

By a castle’s donjon keep, by a woodpile long and low, you 
may see this dreamer weep, you may hear his wails of woe. 
He is sawing elm and bass, and he sighs, with sickly grin, 
“This is sure a beastly pass for a monarch to be in!” He is 
sawing oak and pine, and he mutters, with a groan, “If I hadn’t 
been a swine I might still be on a throne!” 

Be we kings or humble hicks, let us shoo vain dreams afar; 
let us profit from Bill’s fix, and be happy as we are. 
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Her Weakness 
By Tom P. Morcan 
HE only trouble with Sylphie, the hefty waitress, is 
her infernal modesty,” admitted the landlord of the 
Petunia tavern. ‘“That’s her one weakness. She 
weighs two hundred and sixty pounds, as it were, and served 
her apprenticeship on a boarding car for a railroad con- 
struction gang, and, dad-burn her, she’s a lady though the 
heavens fall. 
“Just the other day, when she came into the dining-room 
with a tray with four dinners on it, a fresh young tobacco 
ditummer chucked her under 


the chin—I don’t know r y/ 
which chin, though, for she fi 





HAPPINESS 


anecdotcs as that wouldn’t happen again. It’s too expensive 
a luxury for a hotel doing a small business like this’n.’ 

“*Well, I’m a lady, and I don’t care who knows it!’ says 
she. 

“**T don’t doubt that in the least,’ says I. ‘I’ve heard about 
it quite a number of times, and I s’pose likely it’s so. But, if 
it’s all the same to you, the next time you find your modesty 
getting the better of you, and feel that you’ve just nacher’ly 
got to prove to somebody that you’re a lady, please drag him 
out onto the sidewalk and maul him there. I simply can’t 
afford to have vou so immodestly modest in the house,’ 
says a” 

Unbiassed Opinion 

Lawyer (examining 
prospective juror in 
criminal case)—Mr. Juror, 
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hasseveral-—and says,‘ Hay 
oh, Cutie!’ or something of 
the sort. Of course, it 
wasn’t pretty of him, but 
Sylphie ort to have remem- 
bered that drummers will 
be drummers, and _ there 
ain’t no help for it. Instead 
of which her modesty over 
came her then and there. 
She dropped the tray, dis- 
persing them four dinners 
around perennially, and 
slammed that there drum- 
mer a slap side of the head 
that strewed him all over 
the table, eradicating 
pretty nearly all of the 
dishes and the _ viands 
thereon. After it was over 
and Sylphie had sorter be- 
gun to breathe regularly 


! , Drain by Barksvace Rocers 
again, I took her aside, and Moth 

Aiother 

says I, 

“*T’d just as soon such on Pa! 





Always think twice before you speak. 
Tommy—Gce, Ma, you sure do some quick thinking when you start 
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have you any fixed opin 
ion as to the guilt or inno- 
cence of the accused? 

Juror (emphatically) 

Naw, I ain’t got no 
doubt but the = guy’s 
guilty, but they ain’t no- 
body fixed me .” 


Fractions 
“Say, Paw, will two 
and three-fourths per 
cent. beer make a man 
two and three-fourths per 
cent. drunk?”’ 
“Aw, shut up!” 


No Treat 
“Hello, Wombat. 
How’s the world treating 
ven?” 
‘My friends are very 
stingy with what they 
have put away.” 





























The Fatal Hour—A Romance of Dog Days — 





yt NIGHT AT SEVEN | 
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“CAN HE 

SUPPORT ME 

» IN THE LUXURY 

| To WHICH | AM| 

| ACCUSTOMED? 

\THAT 1S ne & 
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iy FEAR 1 CAN 
NEVER BE MorRE 
THAN A SERA. | 
To Hin — MY 

- HEART BEATS | 
\ FoR” ANCHER 





“NORA You MUST dHaKE Him! | 
| REMEMBER, YOU ARE A DIRECT 
DESCENDANT OF GREAT DANES ! 
. a. Jeu HIM xO, MAKE } 


SHE LOVES 
}ME! SHE 
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(“To NIGHT AT SEVEN 
1‘) SHALL LEARN 


>» | MY FATE {” 
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“MY MEANS ARE 
NOT AMPLE, YET, 
| | HAVE A FEw 


| Bones HIDDEN IN 
YON DER SAND-BANK) 
(1 — A RAINY DAY.’ 4—J 
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“1 MUST KNOWS -Suae > 


' CONSULT A CLAIRVOYANT? 
Nay! | witt READ MY 
FATE. IN THE Flowers: | 














(Next week “Chawlie” enters politics) : 
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“QOuive SCANNED THE War News 





with INCREASING APPREHENSION.” 


An Untair Advantage 


By J. A. WALDRON 


Illustration by LAWRENCE FELLOws 


HERE are girls who played sweetheart to 

more than one young chap in khaki before 

the boys went over, and there still may be 

girls who are coquetting in indecision with 

boys who have returned. There is an ele- 
ment of excitement in this phase of philandering, for 
the unexpected happens. 

Olive Stuart, though not a flirt, was one of these 
girls. She had hesitated between Walter Hollins and 
Charley Douglas, and each chap knew the other had 
a chance. After analyzing them both, however, Olive 
preferred Charley, and to him she made a conditional 
promise. 

“If you care for me then,” she said, “‘and my feeling 
for you grows, I will marry you when you come back.” 

““And will you answer my letters?”’ he asked. 

“*As faithfully as you write, if your letters are what 
I expect.” 

The bargain was sealed with kisses inevitable in 
such a case, and Olive saw Charley sail away. 
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Some time later Walter, also in khaki, came just 
before sailing for France and declared himself. 

““I am engaged to Charley,” she said. 

*‘But he may never come back.” 

““And are you certain of returning? Isn’t your 
remark a little ungenerous?”’ 

“Pardon me! I’m sorry. 
in a while—just as a friend. I shall be lonesome over 


Sut please write me once 


there.” 

“‘Perhaps—just as a friend.” 

And they shook hands. She saw persistency in his 
eyes. 

As soon as it was possible for Charley, to mail a 
letter Olive heard from him. They corresponded 
devotedly for some time. And with all the uncertainty 
of the mails their letters carried with remarkable 
promptness. 

But suddenly Charley s letters ceased. Olive 
scanned the war news—and particularly the casualties 

with increasing apprehension. Then she began to 


—_ 
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Drawn by Russ Westover 


Wuy Brown Took to Water ALL of 


get letters from Walter. He informed her that he had 
been transferred from active military duty to office 
work, as many others had been, to serve emergencies. 
His former bank clerkship had recommended him. 

When Olive wrote Walter for information about 
Charley he replied that he had no news of his friend, 
for in his letters he had professed friendship for his 
rival, while subtly courting her. 

The war being over, the boys began to return home 
in thousands. Walter reappeared in New York, but 
Charley was missing. Olive learned in some way that he 
was among those assigned to Rhine territory, where his 
stay would be indefinite. She began to resent his silence. 

This was the psychological moment for Walter. 
He renewed his suit, and with 
cunning insinuation began to 
undermine Olive’s faith. Finally 
he suggested that Charley had 
probably found an_ affinity. 
“Those French girls are very at- 
tractive,” he said. 

“Were they attractive to 
you?” Olive asked. 

**Not while I had this,” he re- 
plied, taking something from his 
pocket. It was her own photo- 
graph, exchanged for one of his 
before she had decided in Char- 
ley’s favor. 

An impassioned courtship fol- 
lowed. Olive began to like Wal- 
ter. Their engagement was an- 
nounced, and plans for the wed- 
ding were making. 

One evening he found her 
very cold and formal. ‘What 
is the matter?” he asked. 

“Did you know a soldier 
named Lyman in France?” 

“Yes. Why?” 


“He saw the announcement 





Drawn by J, K. Bayvans 


a smoker.” 
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“ Have a cigarette, old man?” 
“No, thanks, I don’t care for stationery. I'm 





- of our engagement and 
called on me yesterday. He 
told me you were the cause 
of the breaking of an en- 
gagement between him and 
a French girl.” 

Walter turned white. 

“So you take the word of 

a jealous fellow! It was 

_ only a flirtation on my 

= part. I never cared for the 

girl. 

“But he told me some- 
thing else—very important 

something about which 
you will also have to answer 
to others.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Lyman says he was 
employed with you in the 

Rase office of the censor. He 

DENTOME explained that sub-censors 

were each given regularly 

the letters of certain soldiers 

to catch military secrets 

which they might unwittingly reveal to those to whom 
they wrote.” 

“But how does that routine interest you?” 

““You ask that?”’ She was trembling, and her hands 
clenched and opened nervously. 

“Of course I ask that. You are taking the word of 
a man who is trying to injure me for revenge.”” He 
put on a bold front. 

“‘And you were injuring others under the pretence 
of friendship! Lyman told me you confided in him 
until you met his fiancée and stole her from him.” 

“Confided what?” 

““A crime for which you will have to answer, as I 
say, to others. You read, suppressed, and no doubt 
destroyed the letters written to 
me by Charley Douglas!” 


, SUDDEN 


Triolet 
By Max Lie 
Under a Maxfield Parrish sky, 
With a Clarence Underwood girl, 
And a Joseph Urban setting nigh 
Under a Maxfield Parrish sky 
Let me laugh and dream and sigh, 
I care not for life’s whirl 
Under a Maxfield Parrish sky, 
With a Clarence Underwood girl. 


His Elegance 
“The Rev. O. Goode Evans is s 
refined in all his utterances!” flut- 
tered Mrs. Pifflegilder. 
“Ves,” returned J. Fuller Gloom. 
““He seems to be a firm believer in 
the Hell Beautiful.” 


Why He Took the Last 
“Johnny, why did you take the 
last piece of meat?” 
“Cause, they wasn’t no more on 
the platter.” 
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Med 


By James Courtney CHALLiss 


CHARMING little typist she, 
Both keen and clever, be it said; 
And her initials— M. E. D. 


\re always jotted down as “med.” 


Each business letter that she writes 
At least, the ones that J have read), 
[he southwest corner she indites 
With that familiar little ‘‘med.” 


In common with the average man, 
i don’t like medicine one bit! 
And vet I always try to plan 


\ wav to make the best of it 


And so a secret I entrust 

\s I this meek confession make: 
If l get love-sick, this is just 

he kind of med. I'd like to take 


The Lanterns 


Sy Harry Irvinc Suumway 


E 
"THE sight of Chinese lanterns swing 
ing in the night breeze makes me 
so happy 

They had them strung about in long 
festoons at the Country Club one night, 
I remember some years ago. The 
picture of them, so gay and vari- 
colored swaying gently that summer 
night, was one to touch the fancy—and 
incidentally the heart. 

I had gone there with the avowed 
purpose of proposing, should oppor- 
tunity present, to Mildred. I knew 
there would be a great crowd there, 
and that she would be surrounded by 
admirers, but still I thought I might 
get a chance. You see Mildred had 
one million dollars she could call her 
own and—well, she was lovely as well 
as popular. 

I got my chance. 


By one of those 


You keep saying: Its eight days. 


It's seven dayS. Its six days’ ete 


Whats coming? A circus? Or 
the president ? 


—$ 


if cant Qo 


to the 


polls On Tuesday 
Its the cay + 
wash my hai? 


¥ 





Come come Old man. You mustrt 


« 
P| A 
/ 
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MAYOR 








WHY NOT DIGNIFY THE 
OCCASION BY SENDING 
OUT ENGRAVED 
ANNOUNCEMENT-S ? SRY 





No, its six days 
until the day 4 
wash my hair 


It. 


Mars Oureld Blips 


221 ghoot Arenui 
A 
faked pusm’t 
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nuredon Lgplur 
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aL 2 
hair | | Lucy, we have been through this 
and” I still love you - that is, Some= 
and I know now that nothing can 
Shake my affection for you- 

and our marriape was ll right 
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et like that. Aren't you going 


home for 





Drawn ty Don Heroip 


freaks of luck an ac- 
cident happened to one of the lanterns at the east end of the 


jinne 


CG 


r< 


No, No not for two 
r three days 

always get like this 
when my wife washes 


her hair. 








DON 
J 


id, OLD 


THE FIRST TIME AFTER 
THEIR MARRIAGE 


WHEN A Woman Wasues Her Hair 


big piazza. 
off at the other end. 
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STRATEGY 
“Jump into this empty bag, Dan. 


I guess tl 








I worked it so that Mildred and I were alone away 


I told her of my love. The night and the sur- 
roundings were ideal for such a declaration. She 
listened silently and even did not draw away her 
hand which I has clasped in mine 

But she refused me. 

And I married Clara a month later 
two million dollars. 

The sight of Chinese lanterns swinging in the 
night breeze makes me so happy. 


Clara has 


Bolshevist Signs 

“Employees of this hotel will report any in- 
civility on the part of guests.” 

‘Railroad Crossing—Look Out For The Loco- 
motive. It is a rare sight.” 

‘“* Pay-as-you-please.”’ 

“Do Your Christmas Shooting Early.” 

“Post No Bills—It is a waste of postage.” 
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udge Editorials 
Joun A. Stercuer, Presider ReuBen P. Scetcuer, Secretary \. E. Rottaver, Treasurer Grant E. Hamitton, Art Director 
Perrtron Maxwe tt, Editor J. A. Watpron, Literary Editor Lawton Mackati, Managing Editor 
CLOTHES of the well-to-do seems to have disappeared; and the 
struggles of dudes with limited incomes to appear 
OVERNMENT experts have been figuring  sartorially fresh and distinguished amuse. 
upon the cost of clothing to the working 
man and his wife. There is a lot of figuring Tue Tyranny oF TRIFLES 
in and about Washington. Some if it is 
theoretical at a time when practical things HE suggestion made some time ago that Thanks- 
have a stronger appeal I giving be hereafter observed on November 11 
The experts say that in 1919 the working man had Victory Day—has everything in its favor ex- 
to pay $5.55 for “the three pairs of overalls” which cept the probability of adoption. Habits are queer 
cost him only $2.25 in 1914, and that the working man’s things—the less there is to be said in defense of a 
wife is called upon for $2.25 for the “three aprons” habit, the harder it is to break away from it. 
which in 1914 cost her ninety cents. There is no basic significance or sentiment attaching 
Fabricators and sellers of apparel have been talking to the last Thursday in November. There is every 
lately about autumn and winter prices. From their significance and sentiment attaching to November 11 
outlook a suit of clothing for the decently-dressed man as a day of thanks so long as the world endures. But 
will leave nothing but “chicken feed” from a $100 note. it is in our blood and in our minds that the last Thurs- 


But who has lately heard the working man cry out 
about the cost of his overalls? 
Working men and mechanics have been buying 


luxurious things formerly presumed to be obtainable 
by the rich only, including jewelry and art objects’! 
The term “wages,” which adheres to the 
stipends of many intellectual workers, is no longer a 
term to be applied to the working man’s emolument. 


now alone 


day in November is the day, and we are as little likely 


to change it as to abandon the church we regularly 
Stay away from. - # PO de 
The tyranny of trifles! March the Fourth never 


meant anything. Pure accident made it Inauguration 
Day. March the Fourth means nothing today, except 
the vilest weather, the bleakest winds, the greatest 
likelihood of sudden death to those who attend the 

inauguration. One of our 





He has arrived at the 
dignity of “income,” or 
“salary His “pay” has 
stretched amazingly, while 
that of the mass of men 


their brains 
inelastic. 


who work with 
has remained 








Presidents is supposed to 
have died of too much 
March the Fourth, to say 
nothing of lesser dignitaries. 

Yet in this time of flux, 
when erperiien in public 








Most persons of highly life and institutions is un- 
respectable antecedents in dergoing revolutionary 
a money way have for some changes, we cling to March 
time been distinguished by the Fourth! 
the old clothes they wear. 
at ane been left to the JUDGELETS 
newly-rich, who have mul- 
tiplied, and to working men The more a wise man 
and mechanics, who are learns the less he worries 
exceptionally prosperous, to about what he doesn’t 
set and illustrate the fash- e« know. 
ions as i , 

Of course there are some 7" $v 4. K. Barans fat. ge te Some people have such 
compensations. The old- 4 t Thing- My mance flirted rageously with another — Griginal ways of looking at 
clothes merchant who used i Peyth~. pa him al Ld i De yay Sik | things that they don’t see 
to make vocal the vicinities Reo. Thirdly—Why? Doesn't he know it? them at all. 


16 











| BAD 
‘BREAKS 








ee 


Tuneful Tinkering— Wanted, plumb 
fixtures and SING; 

Paper-hangers 
paper furnished. 








er, to set bathroom 
we furnish everything 
to paper 17-room house ; 


Must be done at once. 310 Denniston 
Ave., E. E., City—Pittsburgh Press. 
Fair Exchange—Wanted, girl or 


middle aged woman for dressing table; 
wagon, Toledo Beach 
after summer. Inq. 
224 Superior St 


1 mahogany tea 
home 


Duke, 


and in city 
William B 
Toledo Blade 


The engagement 
afternoon by a 


Something Good 
was opened Saturday 
LECTURI Dr. Herbert Yeuell 
and a quartette of four young men. 
Polk County (Tex.) Enterprise. 


given by 


Loosely Expressed—‘ English Lady, 
well educated . . . would give services 
to invalid IN LIEU OF passage to England.”’ 
—Rhodesia Herald Adv. 


Crowding the Clock—‘“If you 
calculate the NUMBER OF DAYS IN EACH 
MONTH you will find there are 365.” 
Birmingham Despatch. 

” Transformed 
Mrs. 
Siddons, as the tragic NURSE, was sold 
at Christie’s yesterday for £54,600.”’ 
Dublin Express. 


‘The Tragic Muse 
‘Reynolds’ famous picture of 


Exciting but Tedious—‘ A fine race 
resulted. Blewitt won by FIVE YEARS.” 
Birmingham Mail. 


A Bolshevik Paradise—‘ Work is to 
begin at half-past six, with a stop from 
8.30 A.M. to 9 P.M. for breakfast.” —High 
Peak Reporter. 


a 





Out of the Book of Exodus 








“So you attend Sunday school regularly? 


Well, now, can you tell me what was the 


first thing the Israelites did after crossing 


the Red Sea?” 
“Yes, sir. They dried 
Sydney Bullet 


themselves.” 


The Superlative Headliner—“ Strike 
of Actors shuts 12 LARGEST theaters in 


city.”—New York World. 

Miss Dressler as Eve—“ Marie 
DRESSLESS said she was once a chorus 
girl earning eight dollars a week.” —Neu 


York Globe. 


No One to Enjoy the Fireworks 
“In addition to the Cathedral-road 
residence struck by lightning, a ‘thunder 
bolt’ fell on Marley’s allotments. 

It was UNFORTUNATE that there was no 
one in the vicinity at the time, for the 
force of the explosion was so great that 
two houses suffered damage.” —W estern 


Mail. 
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Digest of the World’s Humor 
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All Righted—The Professor—A 
should have a solid foundation for his 
career and that means he should have a 
good head on his shoulders. 

The Freshman—I'm all right 
The track coach says I’ve got the solidest 
Boston Globe. 


EDUCATION 














man 


there. 
dome on the team 


As a Starter—‘“ Well, what’s the first 
thing your son did after graduating from 
that expensive college?” 

‘Touched me for $300 to buy some 
girl an engagement ring.”’—Kansas City 
Journal 


Aplomb—“I understand Mr. Grab- 
coin spent $50,000 educating Miss Maye 
Grabcoin.”’ 

“Was the money wasted?” 

“Not entirely. Since Miss Grabcoin 
returned from an expensive finishing 
school has been able to hold her 
own quite handily with a traffic police- 
man.’”’—Birmingham Age-Herald. 


she 


Admiration—*"Did you grasp the 
significance of that lecturer’s remarks?” 

“Not altogether.” 

“Then why did 
much?” 

“Well, I admire brains and I thought 
that man must be awful smart to un- 
derstand what he was talking about.” 
Washington Star. 


you applaud so 


They Want to Forget It—‘“He’s a 
self-made man.”’ 

“But I never hear him bragging about 
x.” 
“He has two highly educated daugh- 
ters. They rather discourage references 
to the time when he ate in his under- 
shirt and smoked a clay pipe.” —Birming- 
ham Age-Herald. 
























































































Had Done His Bit—A man from the 
north of Scotland was on a holiday in 
Glasgow. On Sunday evening he was 
walking along Argyll Street when he came 
upon a contingent of the Salvation Army, 
and a collection bag was thrust in front 
of his nose. He dropped a penny into it 

Turning up Queen Street, he encoun 
tered another contingent of the Salvation 
Army, and again a smiling “lass” held 
a collection bag in front of him. 

“Na, na!" he said. “I gied a penny 
tae a squad o' your folk roon’ the corner 
jist the noo.”’ 

“Really?” said the lass. “That was 
very good of you. But, then, you can’t 
do a good thing too often. And besides, 
you know. the Lord will repay you a 
hundredfold.” 

“Aweel,” said the cautious Scot, 
‘we'll jist wait till the first transaction’s 
feenished before we start the second.” 


London Tit-Bits 


Hospitality — Bailie McTavish — An’ 
so ve leave Glesca’ on Monday. What 
are ye daein’ the morrow nicht? 

Mr. Jarvis—Tomorrow, Thursday, 
I've no engagement. 

Bailie—An’ the nixt nicht? 

Mr. J —I'm free, then, too 

Bailie—An’ what will ve be daein’ on 
Saturday? 

Mr. J —On Saturday I dine with the 
Buchanans 

Bailie—What a peety; Oa wanted ye 
tae tak’ dinner wi’ us on Saturday 
Dallas News 





As Others See Us 
























\ British portrait ot * 
don Opinion. 
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It Was His Turn— Two golf fiends 
an Englishman and a Scot—were playing 
a round together. After the first hole 
the Englishman asked 

“How many did you take?” 

“Eight,” replied the Scot. 

“Oh, I only took seven, so it’s my 
hole!’ exclaimed the Englishman tri- 
umphantly. 

After the second hole the Englishman 
put the same question again. But the 
Scot smiled knowingly. 

“Na, na, ma man,” said he; “it’s ma 
turn tae ask first.” Ln on Answer:. 


Etymology Title—‘“I see the movie 
people claim there’s big money in the 
word ‘sin’ if used in a harmless manner. 
In other words, it’s great for a title.” 

“In that case I ought to be able to sell 
my film drama ‘Sin Fong.’ It’s a story 
of Chinese life.”"—Aansas City Journal. 








Spiritualist Séance 
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We are now in touch with your dead wife 
“Ob, yes! Ask her where she put my Summer pants!” —Klods Hans, Copenhagen. 





Is there anything you wish to ask her?” 
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We Overheard It—‘“No,” said the 
lady to whom the clerk was trying to sell 
a one-piece bathing suit; “that’s a bit 
tooc—er—well, I want something fuller, 
you know—a few ruffles—”’ 

“Gee, Mother!” interrupted the nine- 
year-old boy who accompanied her; 
“You'd orter see Mrs. Brown’s bathin’ 
suit. Ruffles—huh! Her’s ain’t even 
gct a wrinkle!”—Cleveland Plain Dealer. 





Evolution—-““Do you believe in the 
theory of evolution?” 

“TI wouldn’t venture to contradict it,’ 
replied young Mrs. Torkins. “‘ Charley, 
dear, is always telling about animals 
that start as race horses and finish as 
dogs.”’—Washington Star. 


, 


Explained—Customer—What does this 
mean in your adverti.ement: “‘ Btg sts?” 

Clerk—Bathing suits, madam. They 
are quite abbreviated, this new lot. 
Boston Transcript. 


How He Liked It—Il ife—How do 
you like your new radium watch, dear? 

Husband—It would be wonderful if 
I did not have to light the lamp every 
time to find my glasses —New York 
Evening Post. 


Necessity—“Do you think airships 
will ever come into common use?” 

““Most assuredly. If Ford is going to 
flood the land with $250 automobiles a 
lot of us will have to take to the air.’’- 
Detroit Free Press 





Didn’t Really—* Do you know Jones?” 

“T lent him a tenner this morning; 
I should say I do know him.” 

“You lent him a tenner? Then I 
should say you don’t know him.” 
Edinburgh Scotsman. 





Why, of Course—F. W. H. of Akron 
saw a man holding a tooth in his hand, 
looking at it meditatively. And F. W, 
H. said: “ What’s on your mind?” 

And the man said: “I just had this 
tooth pulled, and I’m an Elk, and 
wouldn’t it be all right to have it made 
into a watch charm?”’ 

“No,” said F. W. H. “Such charms 
should not be made of human teeth but 
of Elk’s teeth.” 

“But I tell you I’m an Elk,”’ insisted 
the man, with triumphagt logic.—Cleve- 
land Plain Dealer 
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Peacetime Utilization of War Paraphernalia 
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Comment le célébre impresario Machinchouette, en vue de larrivée en France d’innombrables touristes, a eu Tingénieuse idée d'utiliser | 


P , je? rurrre a 17 wuore , 
rn siruments Ge iad Zuerrée a UNE Hulre de paix. 


How “Foolem,” the well-known showman, is planning to entertain the swarms of tourists expected in France. 
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The Short-Age of Integrity r = > 
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Had *Em All—** What kind of break 
fast food have you?” the dyspeptic 
traveling salesman asked the rural New 
England waitress. 

* We've got all the reg’lar kinds,” said 
she,“ ham and eggs, fried steak fried bacon, 
griddle cakes, doughnuts an’ apple pie. 
What’ll it be?’’—Hardware W orld. 


Why They Scrambled—<A traveler 
in the dining-car of a Georgia railroad 
had ordered fried eggs for breakfast. 

“Can't give you fried eggs, boss,”’ the 
negro waiter informed him, “lesson you 
wait till we stop.” 

**Why, how is that?” 

“Well, de cook he says de road’s so 
rough dat every time he tries to fry eggs 
dey scrambles.” —Houscekee per. 

As It Was in the Beginning—Mar- 
ket report for June 17, 1894: “Elgin but- 
ter, 19 cents; eggs. 7'2 cents; veal chops, 
8 cents a pound; chickens, 25 to 30 cents 
each.” —Chicago Daily News. 


Weather Permitting—‘ Your con- 
gregation was rather small this morning.” 

“They only promise to come weather 
permitting,’ replied the clergyman. 

“But it was fine and clear.” 

“Ves, that’s the kind of weather that 
doesn’t permit—it’s too good for golfing.”’ 

Boston Transcript. 














Plausible Reasons—The Bishop of 
Birmingham said at a Los Angeles 
luncheon : 
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a A | YY “Churchgoing becomes rarer and rarer 
a2 | th = among the peoples as the years pass. 
=e a “In Birmingham one Sunday morning a 
5 g@ ia A : clubman, seated at a club window, looked 
in oo. Poise Py up from his Sunday paper and said: 
——— ne a: “*By George, there’s Thompson and 
i i his wife on their way to church! I won 
{ votre avi tte hausse provient d'une der what’s up?’ 


FUSE GP PROMS POTESS. “<*Tt’s either,’ said a second clubman. 


‘that Thompson has had another attack 
of heart trouble, or else Mrs. Thompson 
has got a new dress.’”— St. Louis Globe- 
Democrat. 


Je crois plutét dune crise @honnéteté 


“Do you think this new price increas¢ 
due to a shortage in transportation?” 
“More likely the shortage of honesty.” 


Le Rire (Pari 
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The Price of Clothes 
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First Rustic—It looks like Bill was going to marry that there widder. 


Second Rustic—Well, ’e might do worse 
coat The Bystander (London) 
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Suspicious— F/atbush—The editor of 
this country paper says “the sound of 
the hammer is again heard in the land.”’ 

Bensonhurst—Sounds as if his wife 
had returned home.— Yonkers Statesman. 

Column Fillers—The Tribune family 
is obligated to Dr. A. G. Prill for some 
large and luscious Bing cherries; also to 
George Merdian for Royal Annes and 
to Mrs. Ellwood for new potatoes and 
peas.—Scio (Ore.) Tribune. 


Her first husband left an uncommon good over- 


Making a _ Living—‘ What's that 
chap you went to college with doing 
now?” 

“Oh, he’s making a living with a hand 
organ.” 

“With a hand organ? Gee whiz!” 

“Yes; he’s running a very successful 
manicure journal.’’"—Boston Transcript. 


A Graphic Account— Mrs. Chas. L. 
Griesemer, 1933 North Kildare avenue, 
has been laid up in bed for the past week, 
after falling down her back stairs and 
giving some awful injuries to her left 
hand. She was going to wait on a cus- 
tomer, when all-of-a-sudden she slipped, 
and both of her heels were knocked off. 
—North-West News. 


























A Proud Daughter—Rebecca, age §&, 
was very proud of her father’s rank as 
a first lieutenant, and grew quite in- 
dignant when a neighbor boy called him 
“ captain.” 

“I'll have you understand that my 
daddy is not a captain,” she said, “he’s 
a lieutenant.” 

“Oh, it doesn’t matter,”’ replied the 
boy, “‘he is an officer.”’ 

“Indeed he is not an officer,’ she pro- 
tested. 

“Yes, dear, a lieutenant is an officer,” 
interrupted Rebecca’s mother. 

“Well,” persisted Rebecca, still deter 
mined to maintain her daddy’s dignity 
at all cost, “he’s not much of an officer.” 

Buffalo Commercial. 


Old Scores—“ Why are you so over 
bearing and exacting with the ex-soldier 
you took on as clerk? I should think you 
would treat an army comrade better.”’ 

“‘Army comrade nothing. He used to 
be my sergeant.’”—Baltimore American. 


Some Detail— Re porter—I understand 
you were treated like dogs overseas. Can 
you give me an instance? 

Humorous Private—Well, sometimes 
they put us in pup tents.—Baltimore 
American. 


Didn't Do It Single-Handed— Does 
your boy talk much about the war?” 
“Yes, but he’s really very modest. 
He admits he had help in winning it.” 
Detroit Free Press. 


Pretentious Plutocracy 











** Deux modestes candélabres et un petit 
é 
W atteau, en voilé pour 60,000 francs.” 


“La vie est chére.”” 

“Two unpretentious candelabra and a 
little Watteau—60,000 francs. Would you 
believe it?” 

“Yes, this high cost of living is awful.” 


—Le Rire (Paris). 
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A Chamois Shimmie 
Once a Lama and a Swami 
Saw a Chamois do the shimmie; 
"Twas a yama-yama Chamois, 
And she shook a wicked shimmie. 


“Oh, Lor’ lumme!”’ said the Swami; 

And the Lama said: “Oh, mamma!” 

Then the Swami and the Lama 

Shouted: “Shimmie, Chamois, shim 
mie'”’ 


Soon the gay and gamy Chamois, 
With her dreamy, “show-me”’ shimmie, 
Got the nanny of the Swami, 
And he shouted, “Oh, Lor’ lumme, 
I’m a rummy, Lama, damme, 
But that Chamois, oh, that Chamois; 
Lor’ forgimme, oh, you shimmie; 
Show me, Chamois; shame me, Chamois; 
Shimmie, Chamois, do!!!” 

New York Tribune. 


Enlightening—AA visitor to a school 
began an address as follows: 

* This morning, children, I propose to 
offer you an epitome of the life of St 
Paul. Perhaps some of you are too young 
to grasp the meaning of the word ‘epit- 
ome.’ ‘Epitome,’ children, is in its sig 
nification synonymous with synopsis!” 


London Tit Bits. 


American Pronunciation—A. E 
Thomas, the playwright, at the Authors’ 
league dinner, told this story: 

‘I met an English gentleman who 
said that he was very puzzled by Ameri 
can methods of pronunciation. 

‘*Now, look at the way you pronounce 
the name of your secretary of state,”’ 
said the Englishman. 

“*Why, what’s the matter?’ I asked. 

“*“Why, you spell his name L-a-n- 
s-i-n-g.’ 

“*Ves, we do.’ 

“*And then why do you pronounce it 
House?’’’—Minneapolis Tribune. 


Try This on Your Parrot—.As the 
automobile party passed one coxner they 
saw a soldier on guard, a big white dog 
beside him, and then a beautiful Ameri- 
can flag. Of oourse this combination 
attracted the attenUion of everyone in 
the car. The flag wa; silk, the dog ma 
jestic and the soldier proud of his trust. 

“Oh, look at that dog on guard!”’ 
exclaimed the woman. 

rhe little boy snickered audibly. All 


Anything to Oblige His Honor 





» 


Judge—Do you wish to challenge any of the jury? 
Pr 


ne ay PAPE 





} j 


mer (ex-pugilist)—Well, yer Honor, I wouldn’t mind havin’ a round or two with that 


old bloke in the corner.—Sydney Bulletir 


were impressed with the solemnity of 
the scene, and this outbreak seemed to 
the father uncalled for. 

‘What do you mean, laughing, 
Johnny?” he demanded. 

“Oh,” cried little Johnny, ‘“‘mamma 
said, ‘Look at the dog-gone guard!’”’ 


Indianapolis News. 


Answered—‘“‘Pa, what’s a monosyl- 
lable?”’ “A long term for a short word, 
my son.’’—Lonisvile Courier-Journal. 


The ‘‘Sunkers”’ 
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“POMES 























The Military Hun—Ach, dey did not get 
our navy. Dey shall not haf our Kaiser. 

The Naval Hun—Gott in Himmel!—you’re 
not going to drown him, too?—The Bystander. 
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Summer Joys 
Had I the gift to weave a tale 
In fragrant, flowery verse, 
The glories of the summer sale 
In rhyme I would rehearse. 


I’d sing about the fancy shirts 
So cheap it seems a crime, 

The pretty waists and pretty skirts 
They offer for a dime. 


The bargain suits in models new 
(The price most tempts a scoff), 

The nobby “trousers cut in two,” 
The “underwear half off.” 


I love the kindly merchant men, 
Their summer sales are nice; 
But gee, I wish they’d pull them when 
I chance to have the price." 
Akron Times. 


A Man’s Way 
** Made of something or other 
And trimmed with this and that,” 
Such is the way mere men essay j 
To praise a woman’s hat. 


Oh, woman, pray forgive us, 
We know you for a pearl, 
So trim your hat with this and that, 
We only see the girl. 
—Louisville Courier-Journal. 





























Perhaps He Selected Lena 




















Suitor—I have come to woo one of your daughter 
Butcher—Yes! Fat or lean?—Ravonen (Copenhagen.) 





YOUNG- 











STERS 





His Excuse—Our little boy was sent 
to the store by his mother for a half 
dozen eggs and some sugar, relates a 
contributor to the Chicago Tribune 
When he returned his mother discovered 
he had brought the sugar, but instead 
of the eggs he had bought lemons. 

She asked, * Didn’t I tell you to bring 
eggs and sugar?” 

“Yes, you did, mother,” answered the 
little fellow, “but I was afraid the eggs 
would break, so I got some lemons.”’ 
Pittsburgh Chronicle-Telegraph. 


A Giveaway—Bobby, aged six, an- 
swered the door when his big sister’s new 
beau called 

‘‘Where’s your sister?”’ he was asked. 

“Upstairs putting herself on,”’ was 
Bobby’s rather startling answer.— Boston 
Transcript. 


Wrong Recipe—Lucile was visiting 
auntie in the country. It was the joy 
of the 4-year-old to hunt for eggs in the 
barn. One day she brought in a very 
small one, presumably laid by a ban 
tam. 

‘“* Auntie,”’ said the little maid, showing 
it, “the hen that laid this egg didn’t 
have the right recipe.’—Terra Haute 
Tribune. 





Futures—“When I grow up,” said 
clever little Uriah Umson, “I'm a gonna 
write a book, and if you’re real good I'll 
put you in it.” 

“And if I'm bad?” queried Aloysius 
\mley, defiantly. 

“Then I'll build a jail and put you in 
that.”.—Youngstown Telegram. 


The Survivor—Little Marie was sit- 
ting on her grandfather’s knee one day, 
and after looking at him intently for a 
time she said: ‘Grandpa, were you in 
the ark?” 

“Certainly not, my dear,” answered 
the astonished old man. 

“Then why weren’t you drowned?” 

London Blighty. 


Fair Warning 


Inebriated Person—Gerrup, yer fool, or 
I'll (hic) drive over yer!—Sydney Bulletin. 
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Perceptible Speech—Ephum John- 
son was up before Judge Shimmerplate 
on a cruelty to animals charge. 

***Deed Ah wasn’t abusing dat mule, 
Judge,”’ the old man demurred. 

“Did you not strike it repeatedly 
with a club?” 

“Yassah.” 

“And do you know that you can 
accomplish more with animals by speak- 
ing to them?”’ 

““Yassah; but this critter am different. 
He am so deef he can’t hear me when 
\h speaks to him in de usual way, so 
Ah has to cummunicate wid him in de 
sign language.”’—Charleston Mai. 


Uncle Rooster Scores—Edward M. 
Flesh of the United States Food Commis- 
sion was talking in St. Louis about 
snobbishness. 

“Snobbishness penetrates every- 
where,” he said. “It even penetrates 
our churches. 

“TIT know an old darkey who got re- 
ligion last month and decided to join 
the richest and handsomest church in 
town, the church with the finest music 
and the best preaching. Then he calle 
on the pastor and stated his design. 

“But the pastor hemmed and hawed 
He felt that his fashionable flock wouldn’t 
welcome such an addition as the old 
darkey. He didn’t want to hurt the old fel- 
low’s feelings, however, and finally he said: 

***Go home, Uncle Rooster. Go home 
and pray over it. This is an important 
matter and should be made a subject 
of prayer.’ 

“Old Uncle Rooster went home, and 
in a few days he was back again. 

“*Well?’ said the divine. ‘Well, 
what’s the verdict now?’ 

“*Ah prayed an’ Ah prayed,’ said 
Uncle Rooster; ‘an’ de good Lawd He 
say to me: “Rooster, mah son, Ah 
wouldn’t bother mah haid about that 
mattah no mo’. Ah’ve been a-tryin’ to git 
into dat chu’ch mahself for’ de last 
twenty-nine yeahs an’ Ah ain’t had no 
luck, nuther.”’’’—Washington Star. 


What Suggested It—A certain colored 
gentleman in Mobile was left a widower, 
in his old age. Not very long after he 
suddenly announced his intention to 
marry again, adding, half apologetically: 

“But, mah friend, Ah never would 
have thought of it if mah Louisa hadn’t 
died!”"—Harper’s Magazine. 
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Drawn by Henman Patwen 





HE novelists and 
impression-writ- 
ing travelers who 
would assure us 
that the Orient is 
inexorable, unchangeable, in- 


By 


The Obliging East 


Lawton MAcKALL 


ing up the exclusive rights to 
Cleopatra—dance, movie, 
opera, drama, bath soap, per- 
fume, cigarette, hair tonic, 
facial cream, snake medicine 
and wriggleization. Why, in 








scrutable to Occidentals, 

have evidently failed to convince our theatrical show- 
makers. The latter have not only conquered their 
natural awe toward the Mystic East, but have even 
exploited the said East up to the limit of their press 
agents’ wildest adjectives. They have made it as 


tractable, as commercially docile, as a properly hooked 


elephant. 

Were not the Orient thus amenable to unreason, how 
could we have such a spectacle as “Chu Chin Chow,” 
with its bizarre bazaars stocked with chorus girls (the 
program terms them “‘mannequins”’) and its lyric love 
scenes, sucheas the one in which the fair odalisque re- 
sponds to Omar the Tentmaker with dulcet, “ You bet 

’—no doubt a quotation from the poet Hafiz, or 
from the “Gulistan” of Sadi, or perhaps the Broad- 
waiyat of Otto Harbach. 

This show of many colors and many maidens came 
back to town to sport its new costumes, just in time to 
get Equity-struck. The 
original English produc- 
tion is still holding out 
in its fourth year at His 
Majesty’s Theatre. His 
Majesty must be making 
almost as much money 
as Al Woods. Also, 
Scheherezade, author of 
“Ali Baba and the For- 
ty Thieves” and the one 
thousand other nights’ 
entertainments, must 
have realized something 
rather neat in royalties 
to date, the entertain- 
ment adapted from her 
story having run con- 
siderably over the one 
thousand and one nights. 
Though her  pecunia 
would fail in comparison 
with what any enter- 
prising Egyptian could 
have corralled by sew- 
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you. 
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and No Prace to Dance. 
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a few thousand years he and 
his heirs or assigns would have gathered in gold enough 
to ransom Brooklyn from Manhattanish tyranny! 
And because of the high cost of royalty there might be, 
every century or so, a Broadway revue without the tra- 
ditional tummysome turn. But our imagination carries 
us too far. 

As we were about to say when the Nifty One of the 
Nile distracted us, “‘Chu Chin Chow” is a calculatedly 
popular blend. Cigarette advertisements with their 
searching: “‘How much Turkish?” have divulged the 
secrets of Oriental-American mixtures, explaining that 
one hundred per cent. Turkish is a trifle rich and exotic 
for the average American gullet, whereas a nicely esti- 
mated complement (not to say preponderance) of home- 
raised stuff imparts the requisite pep. The principle 
of this modestly admitted ad-mixture applies to the 
Morris Gest Show Blend. 

The scenery is lavish and frequently gorgeous. There 
are costumes which you 
gaze at and say “Ah-h- 
h-h” as you do at fire- 
works. In the bazaar 
scene fruit-baskets are 
handed about which sur- 
pass the costliest ‘ Bon 
Voyage” steamer basket 
in Charles’s window, and 
the populace of Bagdad 
paw the luscious papier 
maché most avidly. 
Strange, that they should 
get fooled thatway every 
evening, and never catch 
on! 

The chorus girls are of 
assorted colors, various 
Mongol and mongrel 
races being represented; 
but the prevailing shade 
white. Except, of 
course, the peanut-butter 
hued Desert Women. 
They’re toasted! 














1S 


’~ EveryrHinc—LoneLy 


STAGEHANDS Heartiessty Laip 






































Shows Now Running 
On Broadway 








WEAKE WOT S1RIKING 
FOR MORE PAY 


bt FAIR PLAY 















Fai 






Ex-Service Actors Doinc 
rHE CoLtumsBus Circ it 
BEND 










PULCHRITUDINOUS 
Picket Coy y 
SPREAI 


THE New 






ity Pickets Resortinc To Morar SuASION IN THI Marie Dress_ter as A SHE-DEMOSTHENES, PROTESTING THI 
Case oF an Actor Wuo Wants to Act Crue.tty oF Maxinc Cuorus Giris Buy SHoEs AND STOCKINGS 


25 














JUDGE 









Best of the New Phonograph Records 


Disco’s SELECTIONS 





° at . we have here an embodiment of the So 
K I d d © d C assics l nder th nsec mtiee Weekly headings * Vaude- ideal—except that everybody is working 
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ille,” “Dance,” “Concert,” and “Opera,” Disco’ — rp = . ; 
-alte , and Ty - Steely in HODCE indies Frisco’s Krrcnen Stove Rac. Fox trot 
HERE is no supplying the demanc lists appear regularly in JUDGE Soveatinc Pic Bives. Fox trot. Played 
for dance records. A prominent _ —s — a age — poe Dabney’s Band. Avolian-Vocalion 12170 
. record ¢ . 1a ) ; & cnoose ine re 
dealer of the South told us recently shiek Rie nitions teal diegieaiie Tite desl ie Brazen and unashamed, and calculated to | 
that no matter how heavily he stocked up oe junt the month’ p Sao me: om aes, — youth into the way of fox trotting 
on the new dance numbers, his supply Disco gladly answers questions regarding phono- | _ EA — Medley - trot ‘ 
: . P ‘ ‘ sabes ° wil 0 USPANA. ne-step <tccordior / bY 
would always be exhausted early in the paphs enn sinerds Gekmanes. He wil wh yas Victor 18563 . 
R adie Rowe wiltte ea oe which artists have recorded your favorite selections — —. 10 503. : 
month. eadcers nave W ritten in asking and which companies hace issued them In writing, Pietro 1s an exacting taskmaster He sq Lec 
us cehere they could possibly get such-and- nclose self-addressed envelope for reply es out of his single accordion the work of a w! 
such records that we had listed. They had band. heya . on on It can't | 
. “he natural for such a hard-pressed instrument 
Jd evervwhe ro c of, : f . ‘ay 
tried eve jes here that the} could think of we have the livest one-step of the hour, with be so cheerful and vivacious And yet, in tl 
only to be told: Sorry, but we are out of singing most of the way through. A trifle heartless world, people dance while such thing 
that just now. A congested, howev er. Good, but not quite up to _ oe 
To meet this enormous demand it is not the Waldorf people’s best work. Yet, all things Lucitie. Fox trot. 
p mations . -_ seal, olan . , . > Pa ™ Miswead he a) 
only the factories that are worked to the con idered, this is a record which should prove I Lt Say Sue Does. Foxtrot. Pla ed by Wilbu 
eb, . : decidedly popular Sweatman’s Original Jazz Band. Columbia 
limit. Composers and arrangers must do ye tod a awe fence 
- , a ' oM 4 Coo-Coo. Fox trot Played by Emerson Dance & 42752. : . 
likewise. New tunes! i Viore tunes! Orcliesun. Since last heard from, Mistah Sweatman | t 
Besides straight dance pieces, songs from Castte Vause Crasstqve. Xylophone solo by added unto himself a banjo-mandolin and tamed 
vaudeville and musical comedy areadapted ‘= George Hamilton Green. Emerson 1036. some = = howls of his jazzifiers, but witho 
: ‘ ‘ + asi a > ian d 2 actually breaking their spirit. Also he has gi 
P » toge to fox trot and one- First appearance in Phonographdom of an y. K ! J 
pa por >" o . i ’ exceedingly danceable new fox trot. Comical en the piano its head. His new policy seems t 
step medieys. ven then there arent 00-coos punctuate the tune from time to time, be: gay and grotesque, but not rowdy. Th: 
tunes enough. So the august classics are the way the me-ows did in the one-step of that two selections on this record are alive wit! 


shaken out of their exclusiveness. “Peer name. “Castle Valse Classique,” the clever ingenuity. We wonder if next month he w 


Gvrat” is joyously ragged into “Peter xylophone edition of Dvorak’s “Humoresque” aii have added a purling flute and a tinkling harp 
Gink.” TI Cc : “Haben > an for waltz purposes, was issued by Emerson Perer Gink. One-step. 
> ‘ > Ss = ° ¢ . . 
INK. ne Larmen — 3p some time ago, but that does not prevent its EGYPTLAND Fox trot. 4 Played by Six Brown 
propriated for the opening of “ Ruspana. making a compatible mate for the coo-coo Brothers. Victor 18562 
Rachmaninoff’s C Sharp Minor Prelude is => Fipcety Feer. One-step Busy drones. Saxophony version of the 
hustled into “ Russian Rag.” Lazy Dappy Fox trot Played by Original ee ald Reais W . _— 7 
’ . ° sore —_ srto ie umsell wou ave forgiven the s i 
When the trick is done cleverly, humor- Dixieland Jazz Band. Victor 18564. ol ; : , A EO “= Towne 1 
tage } : Ste she * her a Admirably lucid jazz. In the average records iad heard them dut they, preferring to play 
ously enough to justify t i€ impertinence, catchy cacophony, the individual instruments safe, jump from Scandinavia clear to Egyptland 
the result is indeed amusing. Otherwise betray a lack of brotherly love. They crowd p> Tevt Me. Fox trot 
the indignation of the sensitive music lover and jostle and try to drown each other out, so Mammy o° Mine. Medly fox trot. Played 
rises within him. that the affair —_ n \ merciless a 8 s —— ge Box d. -“~ r - 1034 
re : ‘ . ‘ . : ; lor the survival of the Diatantest. nm this ADerate rom their cheaply sentimenta 
Ragless waltz adaptations may also be record, however, individuality is tempered with words, maudlin songs may be completely re 
quite effective. Nevins’s “Sweetest Li’l altruism, zeal for the common good. Indeed deemed as dances. Such is the case with thes 


“Mammy o’ Mine” is varied by “Idol” an 


Feller” in 3-4 time was charming. On the | 
“Longing.” Played in excellent tempo. 


other hand, a recent attempt to make a 
waltz of Massenet’s “Elégie’’ proved a 
dismal desecration. “Dear Old Pal of 
Mine,” again, turned out to be delightful 
in dance form. 

But spare us Beethoven’s Symphonies! 


Tinc-Line Toy. Fox trot. 
Wuere tHe Lanterns’ GuLow. One-ste; 

Played by Columbia Saxophone Sextet. C 
lumbia 42750. 

While not quite up to their phenomonal 
good first record, issued last month, this doub! 
offering by the Columbia Saxophone Sexte! 
is decidedly good. As an innovation, ther 
are piano interludes and ensembles—not 
speak of the voice of Henrv Burr, whom 
seem to recall having heard somewhere before. 


Danct 
Instrumental 
; Benno Your Strxen Ven. Medley fox trot. 


Played by the Happy Six — Tur Time. Fox trot. Played by Emer 
Tue Vamp. One-step. Played by Wa!dorf-A stor Dance Orchestra. 
ia Singing Orchestra. Columbia 42753 Greaseo LicutTnNinc. One-step. Xyloph 


lo by George Hamilton Green. Emerson 103 
“Tulip Time” is the outstanding dance tur 
of the Ziegfeld Follies of 1919. It is in the reg 


A bully good fox trot, played with snap and 
zest. Except during a passage where the piano 
holds full sway, the drummer is exceptionally 





active in egging on the melody with nifty noises Photo by Baw News Seavice lation fox trot mould. Played with verve ar 
lhe finale is fresh and original. The jocund A Brown Srupy. Tue Six B. B.’s Excuancine touched up with xylophone counter rhythn 
sextet well deserve their title On the reverse THE Orentnc Siena: “Toor Sweet. (Continued on page 34) 
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~sTROP 


Llave you ever stropped a blade scientifi- 
cally designed to strop —a blade made 
with a broad, firm back, hollow ground, 
and swelling into a slight bulge’ to give 
back-bone to the edge? This blade can be 
stropped by you as easily as by your barber. 
The blade meets the strop at just the cor- 
rect angle to assure a perfect shaving edge. 








Barbers have always been quick to take 
advantage of all improvements—open 
plumbing, hot-water heaters, electricity 
for facial massage, and compressed air for 
drying hair. 

And yet every barber still shaves with 
one type of ‘razor—the GENCO type of 
razor. Professionals know. Two hundred 
thousand barbers realize that for ono good 
shave, any blade ought to be stropped. 


Anybody Can Strop a GENCO Razor 


The GENco js built to strop. It has a 
broad back; its blade is concave ground; 


Barbers and Improvements 








it is ground with a slight bevel immediately 
behind the edge. These three features 
cause the blade to meet the strop at 
precisely the correct angle. Its business- 
like shaving edge can be renewed with a 
few easy strokes. 

Call on your dealer and inspect GENCO 
Razors. Each one is hand-forged and hand- 
ground by master cutlers, of special, high- 
grade steel. This guarantee goes with each 
one* ‘Genco Razors must make good or 
we will” 

If your dealer happens to be without 
GENCO Razors, we will supply you 


GENEVA CUTLERY CORPORATION. 48 Gates Avenue, Geneva, N. Y 


Largest Exclusive Manufacturers vf High-Grade Razors in the World 
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She Shook for Him 
He asked her if she’d let him have a kiss, 
I’ve heard them say 
She shook her head. 
He said, “I’ve got a solitaire, young miss,” 
But I’ve heard say 
She shook her head. 





) The parson asked, “Love, honor, 
But still, they say, 
She shook her head. 


And as they’re living happy to this day, 
Please tell the way 


She shook her heatl.—Stanford Chaparral. 


>? 2? 
She—Do you want to start the victrola? 
He—Why? 
She—It’s about time you started something! 
—Williams Purple Cow. 


Sarcasm 
Here’s your shortcake, sir. 
You call that shortcake? Take 
Michigan Gargoyle. 


W aitress 
Testy Diner 
it out and berry it.— 




















A Star Act 
—W idow. 


lrrepressible, 


and obey iy 








Tue ANSWER 
She—Do you know why I won’t marry you? 
He—1 can’t think. 
She—You guessed it. 


Sta nford Cha pa rral. 


Get Him a Coffin 
The King—I must haye gold, you imbecile! 
Cough up! 
Prime Minister—But your majesty, 
fers are empty.—Michigan Gargoyle. 


the cof- 


Satisfaction 
Peg—No, I wouldn’t think of marrying you 
and you'll find very few girls who will. 
Rupert—Ah—but I'd be perfectly satisfied 
with a few!—Cornell Widow. 
The Emergency 
Cantrell—I think I'll go to the prom as a stag. 
Cochran—Why do that? 
Cantrell—I haven’t any doe. 
Tiger. 


Princeton 


His Intention 
When I die 
And pass away, 
I’m going to donate 
To this school 
A Co-ed 
Who doesn’t say 
“T’ve enjoved the evening so much,” 
But instead 
Bites her initials on your chin. 
—Stanford Cha parral. 


It Paid 
“Doctor, was the operation successful?” 
“Absolutely. His life insurance exactly cov- 
ered the bill.”"——Penn Stme Froth. 


Irresponsible 











_ Jester Wants Work Wonders 
When first I lyricized Charlotte, 
In limpid lays to praise her name, 
She up and told me she was not 
That kind of dame. 


And then I found lyric excuse 
For eulogies of Helen, but 

She simply said something was loose 
Up in my nut. 


I’ve sung my songs to Grace and Lou, 
To Gertrude, Dorothy and Kay. . . 

Their one remark was just, ‘“‘How do 
You get that way?” 


Will no one listen to me while 
I play upon my magic flute? 
Because no Syrinx deigns to smile, 
Must Pan be mute? 


So I insert this ad you see, 
Which scarce needs an interpreter: 
WANTED: A maiden to let me 
Write pomes to her. 
—Columbia Jester. 
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Educated Son 
décoletté, dad? 

Farmer Father—My eyes ain't nowhere so 
good as they uster be. Wait til | put on my 
specs. Be durned if I can make the thing out 
without em.—Yale Record. 


Isn't that zirl’s bathing suit 
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Life at its maddest—emotions that baffle description —experiences that run the 
gamut of every folly—-Maupassant pictures with a candor and art that defy im- 
itation. Nothing escapes him. 

























Every Maupassant story is a fresh surprise. There is always the fascination of the unexpected 
Che story CAUGHT has a most surprising denouement. A thousand guesses and you’d be 
nowhere near the real solution. But that’s Maupassant. He defies all rules and precedents 

just as he does conventions, and tells things just as they happened. He was contented 
to copy nature. CAUGHT is recommended for the reading of husbands who, living in 

glass houses themselves, might be tempted to throw stones at others—You’'ll enjoy 
a hearty laugh when you read this tragi-comedy of high fife, which is found with ~ 


all his other marvelous stories, novels and novelettes—literally translated—in 


this superb Verdun Edition of 


5 
YOU CHAINED BY THE HOUR 


All of Maupassant’s Stories, Novels, 
Novelettes, Poems, Dramas. Enter- 

tainment for a Thousand and 
One Nights. Love and Life 
in Strange Lands. Stories 

of War, Crime, Mys- 
tery and Horror. 


















DE KOCK’S 
WORKS 


SISTER ANNE 
BARBER OF PARIS 
GUSTAVE 
| THE CHILD OF MY 
WIFE 
DAMSEL OF THE 
THREE SKIRTS 
















8 De Luxe 
| Volumes in 4 
| Each size Numerous Original Illustration 
8% x6 inche Deckle-edged, laid paper 
Over Big Type—Art De Luxe 
2,000 Pages Buckram Binding—Gold Tops 
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-TheComplete Worksof 
| GuydeMaupassant 


500 PAGES THAT WILL HOLD 

















To really know 














Greatest of Story Writers 


Maupassant is famous in all 
civilized lands as the supreme 
master of the short story. 

He observed life with a miracu- 
lous completeness and told what he 
saw with an intensity of feeling and 
with a precision which leave the reader 
delighted and amazed. 

In comparison with his novels and 
stories, all others appear artificial and labored. 
His choice of subjects is always redeemed by an 
exquisite irony and art. The passions—lust and 
cupidity—which stir most men and women to action 
did not stay Maupassant’s impartial hand so long as 
this ugly side of humanity existed 


GIVEN TO PROMPT SUBSCRIBERS 
PAUL DE KOCK’S MERRY TALES 


Very gay and very Gallic are these stories of the life of 
the Latin Quarter, of the cafes and cabarets. Few Amer- 
ican readers know this smiling writer of stories of the 
petits bourgeois and the Parisian grisettes. But DE 
KOCK’S stories are true to the life of his little world of 
the Paris boulevards, for none knew it better than he 

‘But to get this unique set with Maupassant you must be 
prompt. The supply is limited. And no more after these 

gate gone. Therefere, MAIL COUPON TODAY! 



















Don't 
think 
you know 
Maupassant 
because you've 
read a few of his 
stories in some 
inferior, garbled, ex- 
Ourgated transiation. 












THE VERDUN EDITION 
COMPLETE—-UNEXPURGATED. 17 Volumes Rich 
Cloth Binding— Gold vom 
Each volume 8'(x5'» inches. ig, Clear 
12 Point Type on pure White Antique Paper 


A Marvelous Offer 


py which you get everything that Maupassant wrote—17 
splendid volumes (regular $2.50 a volume value)—and Paul 
de Kock—8 De Luxe \ mes bound in 4—or the equivalent 
of 25 big volumes 

THINK OF IT! 
can enjoy a fresh one every 
2,000 sparkling pages of Paul de Kock 
(regular value $52.50 for the 21 volumes) 
prompt. 





So many Maupassant stories that you 

ay in the year! And besides 

and all for $25.00 
provided you are 


SEND $1.00 AND COUPON NOW 
if you want to order at the Instalment Price, $25.00. Or 
send $23.00 with order and save the $2.00 cash discount 
Books delivered Express prepaid 
MONEY BACK IF NOT SATISFIED 


! Brunswick SUBSCRIPTION Co. 

| 418 Brunswick Bldg., New York City 
I enclose $1.00 first yment on the 17-volume set of Mau 
passant and the 4-volume set of Paul de Kock If as repre 
sented I will remit $2.00 a month for 12 months after their re 
ceipt. Otherwise I will within 5 days ask for instructions for 
returning them at your expense, my $1.00 to be refunded on 
their receipt 


J. Q-13-19 


Name 





Address 


Occu pation 
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HE real Road to Health is an 
intestinal highway 30 feet long. 
When Constipation clogs this 
road, it’s the same as when a land- 
slide blocks a mountain pass. There 
is a difference, however. Constipa- 
tion not only blocks the way, but 
breeds poisons which menace health. 


The obstruction in the mountain pass 
can be blown out with dynamite, and 
the obstruction in the intestines CAN 
be blown out with powerful drugs— 
but any drug powerful enough to do 
this is bound to harm the body. 


There is only one way to relieve Con- 
stipation without in the least measure 
endangering the delicate mechanism 
of the human system. 


That is the Nujol way. 


Nujol is absolutely harmless. It is 
NOT a drug. Not a particle of it is 
assimilated by the body. All it does 


is to soften the mass impacted in the 
colon and lubricate the way to normal 
expulsion. 

Nujol does this without causing any 
pain or discomfort. It does not in 
any way interfere with the digestive 
processes. It has no more effect on 
the delicate membranes and tissues than 
to smooth and soothe them. 


It is a healing force which gently but 
effectively removes the intestinal ob- 
struction, and performs this great serv- 
ice to health without in any way lessen- 
ing Nature’s provisions for protection. 


It’s sole province is to help Nature 
help herself. 


Nearly everyone is subject to Con- 
stipation at some time or other. 
Nearly everyone has proved the worth- 
lessness of ordinary “‘remedies’’ as 
to lasting results. Now try Nujol— 
and learn that there is a lasting cure 
for this curse. 


Nujol is sold fA, in sealed bottles bearing the 


WARNING: 822% 
e Nejel. You 1 may suffer from substitutes. 


Insist on 


All druggists. 


Write for valuable health bookle-—“ Thirty Feet of Danger’’—free. 


Nujol Laboratories, sTANDARD OIL CO. (NEW JERSEY) 
50 Broadway, New York 





Nujol 





REG. US. PAT. OFF. 


For Constipation 


Sickness Prevention 














Itching Rashes 


-—— Soothed 


With Cuticura 


All druggists ; Soap S, Ointment 5&2 2 Talcum 2%. 
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LUE. ery Diamond mteed. Exchan 
VALUE «8% Send TODAY a ho 
J. M. LYON & CO., 


CREDIT Send No Money 


spection, charges prepaid. 


oT PAY AGENT vnlew East Lycee be 


Any Diamond 
shipped for in- 
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BREAKFAST 
Sliced Dill Pickles with Cream 
Any Uncooked Cereal 
Choice of 
Morning Paper Goo-Goo Eyes 
Coffee (?) 
Cream Osculated Sugar 
Soft Boiled Egg Shells 
Kiss 
LUNCHEON 
Consommé de l’eau chaud 
Olives 
Bread Sliced to Order 
Fresh Fudge 
Kiss 


DINNER 


Oysters in the Whele Shel os 
Salt Pepper 
Toasted Marshmallows 
Chewing Gum 
Sizzled Lamb Chops 


Pop Corn 
Oil Vinegar 
Cut Flowers 

Digestive Pills 


A Summary 


A certain Rear Admiral used to terrorize the 
fleet. One day, for example, as he came aboard 
ship he noticed a man slouching in a boat at 
the boom’s end. “Captain, Captain!" he 
shouted, “there’s a man sick in the boat.” 
Another time when he entered his quarters he 
saw a carpenter who indiscreetly kept at work 
there. “Orderly, orderly,” he screamed, as 
if in alarm, “something is in this room! Take 
it out!” 

One night the fleet anchored off a small 
town. The Admiral’s wife was there, a sweet 
old lady and very deaf. There was only one 
small hotel in the town and several officers, 
including the Admiral, put up there for the 
night. About midnight the voice of the Ad 
miral was heard through the thin partitions. 
As it continued and increased in vociferation 
the officers quaked and despaired. Finally 
the wee voice of Mrs. Admiral interrupted: 

“Henry, I can’t tell what you’re saying and 
I know you’re swearing, but you are not going 
back to the ship tonight.” 


Such a Racquette 
By Norman Stuckey 
When I play golf with Mariette,’ 
My kissing score is very tame, 
But tennis with fair Colinette, 
Brings net results that win the game. 


Proof of It 
Parker—Y our new stenographer is as homely 
as a clock. 
Tucker—More so. The men in the office 
keep their eyes on the clock nearly all the tim« 
now. 


JUDGE 


iT he Road to Health Is Smooth October em a September » 
‘and Clear If You Use Nujol 
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UDGE’S department of “‘ Bad Breaks” 
irried in tts Digest of Humor has from 
| the start attracted increasing attention. 
| Ie wish to expand it to still greater 
approval. JUDGE pays $1 each for 
Bad Breaks clipped from newspapers, 
reproduced from books, etc., and sent in 
by readers, and hereafter will add a prize 
‘$5 weekly for the Bad Break regarded 
the most amusing during that period. 
This department is open to contributions 
from all sources, and the efforts of 
readers to enhance its value and inct- 
entally profit from it are solicited. 
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Stayin’ at Home 
By H. W. Dee 
\ Y wife has gone to th’ country, boys, 
*"“ An’ th’ kid—she’s with her, too; 


I’m roamin’ round like a homeless hound 
With his framework showin’ through. 

I'm a homey man who don’t I’ke clubs, 
And I’m through w ih wine and song, 

And th’ next time Sal an’ th’ little gal 
Go ’way—I’m goin’ along 


r house is a raft o’ cheerless junk, 
There’s a chilly creak to th’ doors, 
Th’ rugs muss up an’ th’ curtains flup, 

An’ th’ grit gets on th’ floors. 
I want t see things shine again, 
An’ hear a bit o’ noise; 
‘George, move y’! feet,” 
sweet— 
But she’s gone to th’ country, 


would sound right 
boys. 


I'd love t’ see ‘em draggin’ in- 
My wife an’ that blue-eyed kid, 
An’ hear her say as she runs my way, 
‘Look, daddy, what I did.” 
Jes’ keep on laughin’, I don’t care, 
I know if it was you, 
You’d give your life t’ see your wife 
{n’ th’ kid--it her eyes were blue. 


A Modern Fantasy 
By Fatrrax D. Downey 


HE lights glittered brightly in the spa- 

cious café. At tables on which never a 
thin-stemmed glass sparkled with its bubbles 
of joy sat disconsolate couples, whining and 
dining. Clouds of tobacco smoke, the only re- 
maining dissipation the law permitted, hung 
low throughout the room. Here and there 
waiters passed to the ladies the assorted cigars, 
while gentlemen puffing pipes with huge bowls 
mixed their favorite blends of tobacco in cock- 
tail shakers. 

Off in an alcove sat a bored young habituée, 
her silkily sinuous dress profusely covered 
with glittering sequins and war taxes. One 
jeweled hand lazily flicked into the chicken a 
lo king the last of her perfumed cigarettes. 
Hastily her escort rolled her another and 
placed it between her carmine lips. She puffed 
once—then rose and flung the lumpy, ill-made 
thing back—back in his false face. 

“That’s not the kind that mother used to 
make,” she shrieked. 
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“She Utmost in Cigarettes” 
PlainFEnd or Cork (Tip 


People of culture and 
refinement invariably 


PREFER Deities 
to any other cigarette 











Garter 
Yi S ube 


The comfort and 
long service you 
enjoy in wearing 
the Boston Garter 
are the result of 
our fixed policy — 


Quality First! 


GEORGE FROST CO. 
MAKERS BOSTON 
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terms. rite her for (aformatson and free 
book of accountancy facts. pa 
LaSALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 

Dept. 982-H Chicago 


orld’ s Greatest 1 Extension intention Uavearet miversity 
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or any watch 
and 30 days 


y 112 pages wonderful values, diamonds, 
watches, rings, jewelry, up-to- de- 
signs. Buythe eee oe never 
miss the money. Liberty 
WARE CO 


IDEALS SQUARE a kore Wick ae 
PRESS CLIPPING BUREAU 


m¢ 
ROMEIKE We will send you all newspaper 


clippings which may appear about you. your friends, or any sub- 
ject on which you may want to be “‘up-to-date,”” Every news- 
»aper and periodical of importance in the United States and 
Br urone is searched, Terms $6.00 per 100 notices. 

HENRY ROMEIKE, 1 106-110 Seventh Ave., New York 














Regarding Subscription and Editorial Matters 


SUBSCRIPTION OFFICES Main office— Brunswick 
Building, 225 Fifth Avenue, NEW YORK European agent 
Wm Dewees & Sons, Ltd.. Cannon House, Breams’ Bidg., 
London, E. C., Engiand. Annual cash subscription price, $5.00. 
Postage free in the United States, its dependencies, and Mexico 
To Canadian Provinces add 50 cents a year for gectage: to all 
foreign countries add $1.00 a year. Single copies of present 
year and 1918, 10 cents each; 1917, 20 cents each; 1916, 30 
cents each, etc. 

i+ yor representing themselves as conmecied with JUDGE 
should always be asked to produce credentials. 
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' Does Your Hand 











Itch for a Pencil? 


F pra « hand itches for a pencil you may have in you the 
snaking of a great cartoonist. You do not have to be a 

genius. f you havea liking for drawing and develop ie 
intelligently, there are many opportunities for you in this 
profitable profession 

Through the Federal course in Applied Cartooning. America’s 
32 greatest ay will ". > you succeed Among these 
men are Clare B ciges. , eCutcheon, Sidney Smith, and 
Fontaine Fox. They PN: you by examples, how they ‘began 
and what were their stepping stones to success 

" Free 


Road Te Bigger 
This interesting book contains studio pictures of the members of the Federal | 
ederal Course in detail. Write now forlyour free copy to: 


| Federal School of Applied Cartooning, 991% Warner Bide, Minneapolis, Mine. 


Stall and describes the Federal 















Don’t Wear 


a Truss 
Brooks’ . the modern 


scientific invention, the wonderful 
new discovery that relieves rup- 
ture, will be sent on trial. No ob- 
noxious springs or pads. MR, C. E. BROOKS 


Brooks’ Rupture Appliance 





Has automatic Air Cushions. Binds and draws the 
broken parts together as you would a broken limb. No 
salves. No lies. Durable cheap. Sent on trial to prove 


it. Protected by U. S. patents. Catalog and measure 
blanks mailed free. Send name and address today. 


Brooks Appliance Co.,409A State St.,Marshall,Mich. 
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“A Smart Hotel for Smart People’ 
Metropolitan in every respect, yet homey in 
its atmosphere 


HOTEL WOLCOTT 
Very desiranle for women traveling alone 


Thirty-First Street, by Fifth Avenue, New York 











|| Gores. Cains 
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The Anthology of a Boarding 
House 
By Herry Carre tt Parker 


THe LANDLADY. 
ER bust was irrepressible, 
Like her curiosity. 
She knew Human Nature 
And did not ask to see marriage certificates. 
Her faith in tenants was so strong 
She made it a point to be the one in debt to them 
For telephone nickels, or something. 
But she was a good soul 
And tended and petted a diabetic puppy 
With a Roman nose. 


THe Mam MERCEDEs. 

Mercedes was the world’s tragedienne. 

She was always all broken up. 

She was never without a broken heart, 

And a broken back, 

And plenty of broken English. 

But she had good reason for gloom— 

Turning mattresses every day for neurotic 
women, 

And making her basement room a creche 

For a convalescent cat and her half dozen 
kittens. 


Tue Tuirp Fioor Back. 
The Third Floor Back was a nervous woman 
Who sang the O Sole Mio every evening, 
\dored phonographs 
And wanted her sheets changed three times a 
week. 
Her pet horrors were the parlor piano, 
Billy Sunday, 
And vocal students. 
She thought art ought to be quiet. 
She left—a victim of higher education. 


THe SECOND FLooR FRONT. 
The Second Floor Front housed the oldest 
renter. 
She was a diplomat, 
Like Zimmerman. 
She was always sure to get a bath on Saturday 
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She had learned by rooming. 

Whenever she heard water running in the third 
floor bath 

She hurried to the second floor bath 

And turned the spigot 

And got part of the hot water. 

And sometimes there were three faucets going. 

The other would be turned on by the vocal 
student. 


THe VocaL STUDENT. 

He was tall and thin, 

And sang like a choir boy—a sort of mezzo- 
soprano. 

He had an ambition. 

He wanted to be like Caruso, 

And get three thousand dollars a night for a 
warble. 

He pressed his own pants 

And saved the fifty cents for a lesson, 

And he needs another. 


Miss WEEKS, CLERK. 
She had in common with all other nice girls 
A job and a romance. 
And she kept them both in good condition. 
Thus, she said little and left little to be said. 
Wherein she was different from the Janitor. 


THE JANITOR. 
He was never sure he had a job, 
And he was too old for a romance. 
He worked, 
But he didn’t know whether his weekly wage 
Was a joke or a reprimand. 


THE PROFESSOR. 
He knew seven languages 
And could converse with the maid in her native 
tongue. 
He practiced popular airs on the parlor piano 
To keep Human, 
And destroyed harmony in the Boarding House. 


And they all lived together, 
Apart. 

With one thing in common, 
The dining table. 
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Draws by Pacu Rei. 
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Drawn by A. Macuerert 
War Crosses 


A Doughboy’s Memories 
By Ex-Pvr. C. W. Suaren, U.S. A. 
SERGEANTS 

ERGEANTS are the last steps in military 
S inconveniences. They were very common 

in the A. E .F., and made a buck private 
wish that he had either been born insectivorous, 
or not at all. They could ruin a disposition 
quicker than a direct hit of H. E., and have 
spoiled more days than J. Pluvius. They were 
found in every walk of the overseas existence, 
and particularly in those that led away from 
the special detail centers. No matter where a 
buck’s erratic lead took him, he always jammed 
into a sergeant before he reached his peace- 
time objective. 

Sergeants had many assignments, such as 
bleaching the three stripes on their chevrons 
and scoffing first in the chow-line. Those were 
the most laborious. They also had charge 
of wood, water and other quotidian missions. 
Aside from that they frequented photograph 
shops and had post-cards made of the decora- 
tions on their right sleeves with their facial 
markings forming a dim and hazy background. 

The top-sergeant was a sort of celebrity. 
He got up nice congenial formations and made 
out the guest list. 

All sergeants were popular—like a phone call 
at 3 a. m. that develops into a wrong number. 
They were the reasons for the famous declara- 
tion—“TI’ll bet he is making more money now 
than he ever did in civil life’’ and the equally 
famous hope that—‘‘he’ll ask me for a ride 
some day when I go by him in my motor.” 
They neutralized all other arguments. Two 
bucks about to settle a heated argument with 
knuckles, upon hearing favorable mention of 
a sergeant’s name, immediately coalesced on 
the negative side and entered the new argu- 
ment shoulder to shoulder. 

Upon discharge from service most sergeants 
took anearly car forthe distant copses. Many im- 
poverished undertakers began cutting dividend 
melons and the casket manufacturers assembled 
and inaugusated a 24-hour production program 
with every shipload of returning doughboys. 


Equally Well Posted 
“Ah! Mr. Gloom, isn’t it? Well, Mr. Gloom, 


I know your brother-in-law, and——’”’ 
“So do I!” snarled J. Fuller Gloom. 
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“THE SHOE THAT HOLDS ITS SHAPE” 


SDL SGLL 8720 $B $9 & 31900 







You can save money by wearing W. L. 
best known shoes in the world. Sold by 106 
own stores and over 9000 shoe dealers. W.L. Douglas name 


and the retail price stamped on the bottom guarantees the 
best shoes in style, comfort and service that can be pro- 


_ duced for the price. 





Since 1883 W.L. Douglas name and the retail 
been stamped on the bottom of the shoes 


leave the factory. 
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SEXOLOGY 


by William H. Walling, A.M., M.D. 
imparts in one volume : 
Kaowledge a Young Woman Should Have. 
Knowledge a Young Wife Should fiave. 
Kaowiedge a Mother Should Have. 
Kaowledge a Mother Should |mpart to Mer Daughter 
Medical Knowledge a Wife Snould have. 
Also includes other kindred subjects. 
Allin one volume. Wiustraied. $2.00 postpaid. 
Write for ‘‘Other People's Opinions”’ and Table of Contents 


Puritan Pub. Co., 2792 Perry Bidg., Philadelphia, Pa. 














is never changed ; 
against unreasonable profits 
and has saved them millionsof dollars on their footwear. 


The stamped price is W. L. Douglas personal guaran 

that the shoes are always worth the price paid for them. 
The prices are the same everywhere—they cost nomorein 
San Francisco than they do in New York. 


W.L.Douglas $7.00 and $8.00 shoes are abso- 
lutely the best shoe values for the money in 
this country. They are the leaders everywhere. 
W. L. Douglas $9.00 and $10.00 shoes are 
made throughout of the finest leather the mar- 
with a style endorsed by the leaders ne 
America’s fashion centers; they combine . 
i quality, style and comfort equal to other makes 


W. L. Douglas shoes are made by the highest 
paid, skilled shoemakers, under the direction 
rvision of experienced men, all work- 
an honest determination to make the 
oes for the price that money can buy. 
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$4.00 $4.50 $5.00 






















tee CAUTION 


Insist upon having W.L. 
Douglas shoes with his 


mame and price 


stamped on the bottom 











If W. L. Douglas shoes cannot be 
obtained in your vicinity, order 
direct from factory oy mail, Parcel 

es pre . Write for 
Catalog showing how 
t& order by mail. 


Webs 


President W. L. DOUGLAS SHOE CO. 


























FILM FUN 


The magazine that puts you on speaking terms 
with your favorite star, contains intimate inter- 
views with heroes and heroines of the screen. 
For Sale at All Newsstands 
15¢ a copy $1.50 a year 
(Advertising Rates on App!ication 
LESLIE-JUDGE CO 225 Fifth Aven e. New York City 























It’s a National Custom 


with the “Say It With Flowers” florist. } 
few hours can deliver fresh flowers in any city or town in the United 
States or Canada through the Florists’ Telegraph Delivery Service. 





among millions to leave a standing 
order for flowers for the week-end 
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THE STANDARD 


Ale 


OF TWO CONTINENTS 


Order by the dozen 
from your dealer 
for use aft home 


E & J Burk Scho Agowst 
620W 46 St New Yor 
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What Is Success? 


You must read what Maurice Switzer, business executive, 
economist, poet and humorist has to say on the subject in 


CASHING IN ON WHAT YOU’VE GOT 


Just extra good common sense attractively and wittil 
served up. Every word is golden for those who are 
able to appreciate that cashing in on what we have 
is entirely possible if we will follow some few funda- 
mental maxims. Maurice Switzer has produced an un- 
usual type of literature; 1t is unique in its humorous 
qualities and philosophical insight, combined with prac- 
tical everyday advice. 

There is the flavor of Emerson, a suggestion of Arnold 
Bennett, and a dash ot George Ade in this book. 


Price $1.00 Postpaid 


Don’t miss reading it. Send in your order today, using 
the coupon below. 
_— ew oe ii 
Leslie-Judge Co., 225 Fifth Avenue, New York City J-9-13-19 | 

Picase send me ys ed “CASHING IN ON WHAT YOUVE | 
GOT, for which I 81.00, 
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Best of the New 
Phonograph Records 


Disco’s SELECTIONS 











(Continued from page 26) 


“Greased Lightning” calls for even more 
virtuosity of the clink-clink variety. It is 
performed by its composer, who travels over the 
musical cross-ties at the rate of at least fifty 
miles an hour. 


~ Tue Vamp. Fox trot. 
Tevt Me. Foxtrot. Played by Joseph C. Smith's 
— Orchestra. Victor 18504. 


This vamping of “The Vamp” is the month’s 
best dance offering. Smith’s men withhold 
their singing till the latter half of the record, 
and then burst forth with climactic effect 
after the long anticipation. Their playing of 
“Tell Me” is also superlatively good. But 
why, tell me why, was the nameless singer 
with the tin-nosed voice permitted at large in a 
record of such excellence? 

Next week—“ Vaudeville.” 


Worse than the Trenches! 


By Ciirrorp HoLianper 
Ward B, U. 8. A. Gen. Horp, No. 6, Ft. McPherson, Ga. 


Setting: A Government hospital for conva- 
lescent soldiers in this country. 

Time: Any nice afternoon. The patients, 
in rolling chairs, are seated on the porch of the 
ward enjoying the scenery and fresh air. 

Occasion: The young ladies of a nearby 
town, animated by an equal portion of patri- 
otism and curiosity, decide to pay the wounded 
soldiers a visit for the purpose of cheering them 
up. Not wishing to seem too brazen, each 
young lady is to be accompanied by her mother 
or some other suitable chaperon. After much 
excitement the whole mob get into automobiles 
and proceed to take the hospital by storm. 
They swarm through the wards and each young 
lady, led by mother or chaperon, singles out 
a helpless and bewildered soldier. The elderly 
lady opens the conversation, while her shy 
daughter or escort stays in the background. 
The patient, crippled and in a rolling chair, 
realizes he is cornered, and so, resigned to his 
fate, listens to the inevitable which goes some- 
thing like this: 

“Oh, you poor dear boy, and so you were 
wounded also?” (The kind old lady evidently 
doesn’t realize that a normal person would 
hardly spend his vacation in a hospital unless 
forced to.) “And where were you hurt? In 
the knee? Oh, I’m so sorry! And I suppose 
you were hit by one of those awful shells? Oh, 
only a piece of shrapnel? I’m so glad! I’m 
told, if you can believe everything you hear, 
that being hit by one of those dreadful shells 
is the worst. And where was it you were 
wounded? Cantigny? Oh, yes, that’s in France 
isn’t it? You boys must lead such a lonely life 
that we made up our minds to pay you a visit 
and cheer you up, and we’re coming out to see 
you every day. Genevieve, dear, give the 
poor boy the flowers and candy we brought 
for him.” (Genevieve, comes shyly forward 
and places the flowers and candy in the soldier’s 
lap. The soldier brightens up at the sight of 
the pretty young lady and decides life isn’t so 
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bad after all. He begins talking to the shy 
young thing, ignoring the kind old lady, who 
is annoyed at the shy young thing asking the 
soldier a sensible question, and accordingly 
interrupts the conversation just as the soldier 
begins to recover from his relapse.) “Now, 
Genevieve, you mustn’t pester the poor boy 
with foolish questions. You know I only 
brought Genevieve along because she so wanted 
to see the poor wounded heroes returned from 
France, and she promised not to ask silly ques- 
tions. Now you must tell me all about trench 
life. Do they really have so many rats there? 
Well, why don’t they put traps all around? 
Are the Germans really as nasty and—and 
terrible as they try to make out?” (Soldier 
answers in the affirmative and relates an ex- 
perience of his as proof.) “Oh, the beasts! 
If I ever meet one, I’ll—I’ll—I just don’t know 
what I’d do. And did you ever kill any? Lots? 
Oh, hew could you! It seems terrible, but | 
guess it must be done. And how is the food? 
What! You don’t get eggs, and milk, and fruit? 
If I had known that before I would have written 
to President Wilson about it.”” (The shy 
young thing tries to come to his rescue.) “Now, 
Genevieve, don’t begin with your silly ques- 
tions. I’m sure the poor dear boy would much 
rather confide in me than to a child like you 
who doesn’t as yet understand the seriousness 
of life.” (The soldier casts a helpless, sympa- 
thetic glance toward Genevieve, who nods in 
understanding.) “I so wish you would look 
upon me asa mother. I haven’t any boys, but 
I can understand how they feel after having 
been away from home so long. My goodness, 
I didn’t know it was so late. Genevieve, we 
must be going. Good-by, you poor dear boy. 
But don’t feel badly; I’m coming out to see 
you every day and cheer you up. Oh, I know 
how lonely and homesick you feel, and every 
day I’ll bring you flowers and fruit and candy. 
Say good-by to the poor boy, Genevieve. (They 
say good-by, the soldier pressing the shy young 
thing’s hand, and the latter returning it.) 
“Don’t worry; to-morrow afternoon I'll see 
you again. Come, Genevieve, we must be go- 
ing.”” The kind old lady leaves with the shy 
young thing trailing her. 


The War in Washington 
A young Virginia lad had seemed so eager 
to paddle up the Chesapeake and Ohio canal 
that a girl canoeist took pity on him and in- 
vited him along. 
“How does it happen that you didn’t go to 
war?” asked the girl. 


“But I did go to war.” (In a much injured 


tone.) 
“Yes? Argonne, Belleau Wood, or where?” 
“No! I was assigned to the Optical Unit, 


Walter Reed Hospital.” 


Like Many Other Women 

Parker—Is your wife a woman to look for- 
ward to something to worry about? 

Tucker—Yes, yes, indeed she is—if it is in 
style. 

Her Occupation 

Loretta—What does that beautiful woman 
over yonder do for a living? 

Olida—Husbands. 
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Billy Murray Slyly Sings 
’ $ ’ ‘ } T ‘ 
| ‘And He’d Say Oo-La La! Wee! Wee!’ 
; Only “Oo-La La! Wee! Wee!” is not much of a 
: French vocabulary. But Billy Murray makes it 
4 mean a lot inthis snappy syncopated song. Coupled 
“ with Irving Kaufman's popular plaint: “Oh! Oh! 
’ Oh! Those Landlords.” A-2765—85c 
I 
g I'he Waldorf-Astoria Dance Orchestra 
¢ Plays ““My Cairo Love” and 
: “Merci Beaucoup” 
d “My Cairo Love,” that novel fox-trot from the 
, Orient, has all the rhythmic reverberations of an 
. oriental gong. ‘Merci Beaucoup” is a one-step 
g that will make you step all the way. - A-2764—85c 
)- 
y / 
. “Breeze” (Blow My Baby Back to Me) 
‘ —A Harmonious Duet 
Arthur Fields and Jack Kaufman, a new Columbia 
0 vocal combination, sing this harmonious sweetheart 
song. Coupled with Billy Mugrray’s rollicking, 
d jovial, jocular rendering of ‘‘Take Me Back to the 
Land of Jazz.” A-2766—85c 
‘ A Few More Mid-Month Hits Get the New 
“In the Heart of a Fool” : Henry Burr l A-2767 ] b bd 
“I've Lived, I’ve Loved, I’m Satisfied” . Henry Burr } 85c oO um la 
“Sweet Hawaiian Moonlight,” Wz/tz Ve 
.. Kalaleki Hawaiian Orchestra f ort Novelty Record 
“Hawaiian Nights,” Waltz Kalaluki Hawaiian Orchestra } - Booklet 
n “The Alcoholic Blues,” Fox-trot } - : 
: Leuisiana Five Jazz Orchestra t A-2768 Every Columbia Deater ons a 
“Kansas City Blues,” Fox-frvt |-"8Se It contains the cream of the 
Wilbur C. Sweatman’s Original Jazz Band | instrumental music of many 
n : ; nations, whether it’s Gypsy, 
New Columbia Records on Sale the 10th and 20th of Every Month Jewish, Spanish, Tuthich. 
COLUMBIA GRAPHOPHONE COMPANY, New York Russian, or Hawaiian. 
London Factory: 102 Clerkenwell Road, #. C, 
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